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AT. w no s cnerc r 
^ Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your felfc. 

K (^fw-S^^'I-onglive the King. 

Barnardo f 
Bar. Hec« 

Fran. Y on come moft carefully upon your houre. 

Bar. 'Tis now flrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifco, 

Fran, For this reliefe much thanks, ’tis bitter cold. 

And lam ficke at heart. 

5<«r.Have you had quiet guard ? 

/■frfw.Notamoufe ftirring. 

Bar. Well, goodnight : 

If you doe meet Horatia and Marcelltu, 

Therivalls ofmy watch, bid them make hafte. 

Enter Horatia and Aiarcellta. 

Fran. I thinke I heare them. Stand ho ; who is there ? 

Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Linemen to the Dane. 

A z Fran. 



the tragedy 

OF HAMLEr*^ 

PRINCE OF 

Denmark. 



Enter’BaxtiAtdoand FrancilcOjtWfl Sentinels. 






The Tragedy o/" Hamlet 



Give you good night. 

. O farewell honeft fouldiers : who hath relieved you > 

Bar, Sayjwhat is Horatio there ? 

A pecceofhim. 

welcome good M^rceUm. 

A K n fayes 'tis but a phantafie. 

And win not let beliefe take hold of him, ; - 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feeneofus; 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this night, 

inatifagainethisapparitioncome. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to iti^ 

Hora. T ufii, tulb, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while, 

^indletus onceagaine aflaileyoureares 
^re fo fortified againft our ffory. 

What we have two nights feene, 

Hora. W ell, fit we downe, 

hIj'" from the Pole 

Hadmadebiscoorret-iUumine thatpanrfhOTen 

. BnterGhoH. 

off’ looke where it comes againe" 

^olntherame%ore,bkethe Kingchat-sdeaT 

Snfc^oiidrte^ ] 

-^^r.SpeaketQit/fora?r/a. ■ 

In which the Majefty of buried 

Di(f 



Prince of Denmarkc. 

Did ibmetimes march ? by heaven I charge thee fpeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it fta Ikes away. 

Hot. Stay, fpedte, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. 

Exit Ghofi. 

'.^a^r.’fis gone and willnot anlwer. , 

Bar. Flow now Horatio } youtremble and looke pale ; 
Is not this fbmething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora.^t?ort my God I might notthis-belceve, 
Without the fenfibleand true avouch. • ‘ ' . . 

Ofmineowne eyes. - '• 

Is it not like the King? • 

Afer. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had om 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the Headed Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

before, and jumpe at this fame houre, 
martialJftaJIce hath he gone by oiir watch. 

particular thought to worke 1 know not, 
T '’j fcope of mine opinion, 

1 his bodes fbme firange eruption to our State. 

fit downe, and tell me he that knowes," 
Why this fame ftridt and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fuBjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And rorraine Mart for implements of warre ? ’ 

fflip-wrights, whofe fore t^ske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 
rnight be toward, that this fweaty hafte 

Who iV^ h ^2y ? 

Whoistthatcaninformeme? 

Aferrf. That can I: 

wSim^ whifper goes fo. Our laftKing, , 

Was,as you know, by Fortinh^Jfeo? Norroaj, 



Thereto 



The Tragedy of H^Lvnkt 

Thereto prkkton by a moft emulate pride. 

Dat’d tothecombate ; in which our valiantZ/^w/^f, 
(For fo this fide ofour knowne world efleem’d him) 
Did flay this Portinhajle , who by a (eal’d compaftj 
W ell ratified by Law and tjeraldry. 

Did forfeit (^with his life) all thefe his Idnds 
W hich he flood feiz’d of, to the Conquerour ; ' 
Againft the which a moity competent 
VVas gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of P<3rr/«^r<*j(7p,, ■ 

Had he bin vanquiflit ; as by the fame co»mart. 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbra^ej 
Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt up a lift of lawlefle relblutes, 

For food and diet to Ibme enterprife 
That hath a ftomackein’t ,whichnoother 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compuKa tor y, thole fbrelaid lands 
So by his father loft ; and this I take it 
Is themaine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefs head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even fo: 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lb like the King 
That was and is thequeftion of thele warres. 

A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the ftieeted dead 

Did Iqueakeand gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As mrres vvith traines offire^and dewes of bloodj 
Diiafters in the funnc> and the moift flarre, 

Upon whofe influence Neemes Empire ftands. 

Was ficke a Jmoft to Doomefday with ecJipfc 




o/Denmarkc. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events, . . ’ 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Untoour Climatures and Countrimeh. 

Enter Ghofi. 

But loft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 
lie croffe it though it blaft me : Stay illufion. It fpreads 

If thou haft any found , or ufo of voice, his armes, 

Speaketome riftherebe anygoodthingtobedone. 

That may to thee doe eafe , and grace to me, 

Speaketome. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

O Ipeake : 

Gr if thou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your fpirits oft walks in death. The cocl^e 

Speake of it, ftay and ^eake ; flop it MarceUus< craves. 

Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partifan ? 

Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar. *Tis here. 



.‘‘'^ar. 1 IS gone. 

W e doe it wrong , being fo Majefticall,' 

To offer it the (hew of violence ; 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable. 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

Bar. It was about to fp. ake when the cocke crew.’ 
And then it ftarted, like a Milty thing 

uponafearefullfummonsrlhaveheard, ' 

The cocke, that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and flinll founding throat 

Awake the God ofday; and at his warning. 

Whether m fea or fire, in earth or aire, 
h extravagant and erring Ipirit hy es 
To his confine ; and of the truth herein 

This prelent obj?(5l: made probation. 



J<lar> 
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7%e Tragedy of 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cockd. 

Some fay that ever 'gainit that lea(on comesj 
W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning fingeth all tiight long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirrc abroad. 

The nights are vvhollbme ; then lio Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme j 
So hallowed and (b gracious is that time. 

Hor. So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it ; 

But looke, the mornc in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill : 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we havjefeene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for dpon my life 
Thislpiritdumbetouswilllpeake tohim. 

Doe you confent we (ball acquaint him vvith it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar.Let’s doo’t I pray ! and I this morning know 
Where we fhallfinde him moft convenient. 

F/ouriJh- Enter Clauditu Ktng ofDenmarkf, Gertrad the 
Queenti Ceuncell, as P olenites, and his fonne Laer- ‘ 

■ tes, Hamlet, cam aliis. 

Though yet of oiirdeere brothers death 

The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 

T o beare our heart s in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contraded in one brow of woe : 

Yet lb farre hath diicretion fought with nature, 

Thatwewith wilefttorrcwthinkeonhirn, ‘ .* 

Together with remembrance of our felves : . ‘ 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene, 
ThTmperialljointreffe to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twerc vvith a defeated joy, 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye, ■ ■ ■; n - 
With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in'marriagc, 

In equalllcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife, nor have we hcteih bart’d 



Exetna, 



Your 



frince o/Denmarkci 

Your better wildomes, which have freely gone 
With thisaffairealong(forall our thankes) 

Now followes, that you know young Portinhrap, 

Holding a wcake fuppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late dearc brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif-joint, and out offrame, 

Colleagued with this dreame of his advantage# 
Hebathiwt&ildtopcfteruswith meffage. 

Importing the furrender of thofe lands 
Loft by hisfether, with allbands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now fw our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bufineffe is. We have here writ 
To Nortf ajf ,Uncle of young Fortinhrajpr, 

Who impotent and bedrid , Icarcely heares 
Ofthis WsNephewcspurpole, to lupprelTa 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts,and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjeAs : and we hcrediipatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 

Fcr bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perlbnall power 
To bufinefle with the King, more than the f(»pe 
Ofthefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your haftecommend your duty. 

C er.V ».In that, & all things will we Ibew our duty. 

King. W e doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell. 

And now Laertes, vshtLt's the newes with you ? 

You told us of lbmefuit,whatis’tZ,<*m« ? 

You cannot fpeake of rcafon to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wonWft thou begLrfcrrcjf 

^at fhall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

^e head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth, 

Than is the throne of Denmarke to thy Father : 

What wouldft thoubave 
iWer. My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to rctume to ' 

® From 
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Tlje Tragedy of Hamlet ^ 

ftota wbence though wilHngly I came to Denmarkfl 
To (hew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yet now I muft confefTe, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward France y 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King.\l3v& you your fathers leave ? what (ayes F^olonim ? 
'Fob. He hath, my Lord, Wrung from me my flow leave. 

By ]abour(bme petition ; and at lalt. 

Upon his will I (bal’d my hard conlent. 

I doe beleech you give him leave to goe. 

King. Take thy-faire houre Z<*tfrr«,timebe thine. 

And thy beft graces ; (pend it at thy will. 

But now my coulin Hamlet y and my (bnne. 

Ham. A little more than kin, and lefle than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in thelonnCi 
Queen. Good Hamlet cafl: thy nighted colour oftj 
And let thine eye looke like a friend onD enmarke. 

Doe Rotfor ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the dull : 

Thou know’ft ’tis common all that lives muft dye. 

Palling through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

If it be. 

Why feemes it (b particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not (eems, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary futes of (blemne blacke. 

Nor windie fulpiration of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the firuitfull river in the eye, 

Nor the dejeefted faaviour of the vilage. 

Together with all formes , moods, (hapes of griefo 
That can denote me truely ; thele indeed (eemc. 

For they are a<ftions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which palTes (hew, 

Thele but the trappings and tnefuitsofwoe. 

King. Tis (vveet and commendable in your mtdre UmUh 
To give thefe mourning duties to ywa: father. 



But 



L 




Trince of Dcnm'Atkc* 

But vou muft know your father loft a father i 
That father loft, loft his, and thcfntviver bound 
In filliall obligation for (bme tearmc 
To doc obfequious Ibrrowes 5 but to pcncvctc 

lnobftinatecondolement,isacour(e 

Ofimpious ftubbornne(re,’tis unmanly gricfe, 

It Ihewes a will moftincorre61 to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An underftanding Ample and unfchool’d ; 

For wbat-we know muft be, and is as common 

As any the mott vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why (hould we in our pcevifli oppolition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theam« 

Is death of fathers, and who ftill bath cryed 
’ From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be (b : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 
As of a father ; for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares hislbnne 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to (choole to fVittenhrg ; 

It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we beleech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and com(brt of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our (bnne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet : 
I pray thee ftay with us, goe not toWittenberg, 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft obey you Madame. 
Why’tisa lovinganda rairereply. 
Beasourlelfeiin Tfenmarke, Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’d accord of A/Ww/pf 
Sits finiling to my heart, in grace whereol^ 

Nojocond health that Z>(pj#w4r/^drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds (hall tell, 

Bi And 













Tlje Tragedy of Hamlet 

And the Kings rowfe the heaven fliall brait againe t 
Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Flourijh, Exeunt aE 
Ham.O that this too too fallied flelh would melti bm Humlet^ 
Thaw and refolve it felfeinto a dew» 

Orthatthe everlafting hadnotfixt 

His Cannon ’gainft lelfe daughter ! O Godj God]> 

How weary, dale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes oi this World 2 
Fie on’t, ah fie, 'tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to leed;j things rank & grolfe in nature* 

Pofiefle it meerly : that it fhould come thus. 

But two moneths dead> nay not lb much , not two». 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyrcjfo loving to my mother. 

That he might notbeteeme theyvindcs of heaven 
Vifit hcrface too roughly : hewen and earth 
^uft I remember, why me (hould hang on him. 

As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yetwithina moneth. 

Let me not thinkc on’t, fmilty day .name is womans 
A little moneth : Or ere thofe (hooes were old, i* 

With which flic followed my poorc fathers body. 

Like Niobe all teares, why (hci 
O God / a beaft that wants difcourfe of reafon 
Would have mourn’d Ic^er, married vyith my UBcIe>, 

Idy fathers brother, but no mote hkemy fatner 
Than I to iy(frc»/<r/ ; within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait ofmoft unrighteousteares 
Had left the flufhing in her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked Ipcedjto goft 
With filch dexterity to inceftuous-fheets; 
Icisnot,noritcanHOC come to good, 

Butbreakemyheart,for Imufthold my tongue. 

Efster HorathyMarcelku yandBarnarde, 



Hera. Haile to your Lordfoip 
idi 



(felfe.. 



Ham. I am glad to fee yottwell} Horatio yxx I doe forga 
/Torrf. The lame my Lord, and y^owfiooEe fervaHt ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, die eibange that, name with you } ■ 

Ana 



Prince 0/ Dcnmarkc." 

And what make you from Wittenberg^ Herat h ? 
Marccllut* 

My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even fir.) 
But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 
Hera. A truant difpofirion, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay lb. 

Nor fhall you doe my eare that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; 1 know you are no truant ; 

But what is your aft'airein Elfenenr ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
HoraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethec doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
1 thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Her. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
H 4 w.Thr 4 ft,thrift, Hflr«tw,the funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feenc that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I few him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, . 

I fliall not lookc upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I few him yefternight. 
Ham^ Saw who ? 

HoraMy Lord, theKing your Father. 

A/kw, The King my father! . . . 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 

Withan attentiveeare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen 

This marvaile to you. ' 

For Gods love let me hears. : 

Hora.-X>No nights together b«f thefeGentleffiea, 
t-MarceUm 3.n^Barnardv^ian theirv^tebj. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night . 

B 5 
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TheTragedy 

B een.tbw* encoiintfed : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exa6Uy, Cap ape, 

Appcares before them, and with folenane march 
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he waikt 
By their oppreft and feare furpriled eyes 
Within this truncheons length , whilft they diftill’d 
A Imoft to gelly with the aif of feare, 

Stand dumbe and Ipeake not to him ; this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did, 

And I with them the third.night kept the watch. 
Where as they had delivered, both iniime. 

Forme of the thing, each' word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are hot more like. 

Ham . But where was this ? 

.My Lord uponthe platform wdicreweWatcht. 
Ham. Did you ncit Ipeatetd it ? • " V ' ' : 

Afor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefl'e - 

It felfe to motion, like as it. would fpeake j : 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud. 

And at the found it flhrunkein hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

Hrfw.’Tisveryftrange. . 

F Hor. As T doe live, my honour’d L6rd,’tis true^ ' 
And'.vedidthinkeit writ downe in our duty 
To let you know ofit. 

Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

We doe my Lord. ' 

Arm’d lay you ? 

Arm’d my Lord. . . . 

/Trfw. From top to toe ? 

uiB. My Lord, from headto foot.’- ' 

Then laW you not his free? . '' •' 

Hora, O yes my Lord, he wore his bcavcr Up. 
/frfjw. What?lookthcfrowningly ? 



H«r> 






Prince of Dcnmarke^ 

Hor.K ceuntenance.more in Ibrrow than in anger. 
ATrfw.Paleorrcd ? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Her. Moft conftahtly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. • 
iT<>r.Itwouldhavemuchamaz’dyou. 

Very like : fiaid it long ? 

Her. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred* 
Both, Longer,Ionger- 
/for. Not when I faw’t. ' 

/f«M>. His beard was grifsiedj no. 

/for. It was as I have feene it in his life 
Alablefilver’d. 

I will watch to night. 

Perchance 'twill walkeagaine. 

/for. I warn’t it will. 

/f<i«?. If it alTume my noble fathers perfon • 

Ilelpeaketo it, though hell it felfe Ibould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

Ifyou have hitherto conceal’d this fight. 

Let it be tenable in your filenceftillj 
And whatfoever clfe lhall hap to night. 

Give it an underflanding, but no tongue ? 

1 will requite your loves ; So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 

Ilevifityou. ' ■ 

Our duty to your honour. ExtUnP^ 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you Farewell, 
fathers Ipirk in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt fomefoule play, would the night wrtere come; 

Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will 'rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. Exit,. 

Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his SiBer. 

Laer. My necelfrrics are imbarkt, farewell, 

And fitter, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, doe not fleep. 

But let me hearc from you. 

•> Ophtl, 





TheTra^edy of Hernia 

Doe yojjdoubt that? 

Lair. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fafliion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweer,not lafting. 

The perfume and liippliancc of a minute : 

V5o more. 

Ophel. No more but lb. 
jL(*fr.Thirike it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewcs and bulkes, but as this Temple waxesj 
The inward fervice of the mind and Ibulc 
Growes wide withall ; perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no Ibile nor cautell doth befinerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft feare 

His greatneflcwai*d,his willis npthisownc. 

He may not, as unvalued perlbns doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his c^ce be circumfcrib d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body ^ 

Whereof he is the head: then if he faies he loves you. 

It fits your wil'dome fo far to beleevc it, 

As he in his particular a61 and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine vokc of Devmarke goes withall. 
Then weigh what Icffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his fongs. 

Or loole your heart, or yoiff chafte treafiire open 
Tohisunmaftred importunitie, , ^ 

Feare it Op if 

And keep you in .thereare ^ your affe(ftion, 

Oui^f the anddanger of defire ! 

The charieft nwid is prodigal! enough, 

Ifflie nnmaske her beauty tothe ^toone: I , ■ 

V ertue it felfe icapes not > 

The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos. 



<PrincfofDtiimA£, 

And in the morne and liquid dew of ybhtfi 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be warie then, beft fafety lyes in fcarc. 

Youth to it felfe rebclls though none elfe ncere. 

Ofhel - 1 Ihallthc effcift ofthis good leflbn keep. 
As watchmen to my heart : But good my brothec 
Doc not as Ibme ungracious Paftors doe, 

Shew me the 'fteep and thorny way of heaven. 
Whiles a pufi: and rechlefle Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 

And reakes not his owne reed. Enter PaloHifu* 
Laer. Ofeare me not; 

I ftay too long : but here my father comes. 

A double bleffing is a double grace, 

Occafion liniles upon a fecond leave. 

Tolo.Ytt here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for fhame. 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of yout laile, 
Andyouareftaidfor. There, my blefling with thee. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou charadler: Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his a6t : 

Be thou familiar, but by no iheanes vulgar : 

Thole friends thou haft and their adoption tried. 
Grapple them unto thy (bule with hoops of fteele. 
But doe not dull thy palme witbehtertainmenc 
Ofeach new batcht , unfledgy courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quartell , but being in, 

Bear’t that th’opj^fer may beware ofthee : 
Givceveryminthy eafe,bhcfew thy v6ice j. ^ 
Take each mans cenliire, but relerve thy jud^frt^ili: 
Coftly thy habit as thy ptttle can buy, . 

But not expreft ip fancy; rich, hot gaudy 
For the apparell oft proclaimes the man. 

And they in the beft rahke and ftation^ 

Are of a moft feleit and generous, chiefe in that ; 
Neither a borrower nor alehdef boy. 

For love oft lores both it felfe and' friends 
And borrowing dulls the edgebf husbandry. 
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'This above allj to thine owne felfe be true. 

And it mufl: follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

•Farewell) tny blcflingleafon this in thee. 

Zaer. Moll humbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time invefts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Zaer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember wel I 
What I have &id to you. 

'Tis in my memory lockt. 

And you your felfe (liall keep the key of it. 

Lacr. Farewell* ExU Laertes » 

Pf/. what is’t Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

O phel. So pleafe y ou.,lbmething touching the Lord HamUu 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your lelfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteous. 

If it be 16, as fo ’tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution , I rauft tell you 
You doenot underftand your felfe (bcleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He bath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his afteflion to me. 

Pol. Affeftion ! puh, you fpeakc like a gtecne girle, 
Unfifredinfuchperillous circumftance^ 

Doe you beleevehis tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thimee* 
Pfl/.Marry I will teach you,think your felfeababie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the winde of the poore phrafe ) 
jW rong it thus, you’ll tender me a foole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable felhion. 

LfaQiion you may call it, goe too, goe toOi 
Ophel. And hath givenoountenance to hi s fpeech. 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven; 



frince of Dcnmarke^ 

Pol. Lferinges to catch Wood-<^kes ; I doknovj^ 

When the blood burnes how prodigall thcfoulc 
Lends the tongue vowes , thefe blazes daughter 
. Giving more light than heat ; extin^ inboth. 

Even in their promife, as it is a making. 

Yon muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 

Be fomethingfeanter of your maiden prefence. 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley ; for Lord HamUh 
Beleeve fo much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walke 
Than may be given yon ; in few Ophelia, 

Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they are Brokers, 

Not of that dye which their inveftments fhew, 

But meere implorators of unholy luits. 

Breathing likefanflified and pious bonds. 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not, in plaine termes, from this time forth 
Have you (b flander any moments lei lure, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looke roo’t I charge you, come your wayes . 

Ophel. I lhall obey my Lord. Exeunt* 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio ,and Marcellm* 

Ham. The aire bites Ihrewdly , it i s very cold. 

Hora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

H^i*».What hourenow? 

Hora. I thinke it lacks of twelve. 

Mar.^o, it is ftrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not : itthen drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk, a^fiourijh ofTrttm.^ 
W har does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two pieces goe off. 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight, and takes bis rowfe, 
Keepes walTell, and the Iwaggering up-lpri ng reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhtnifli downe. 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Is it a cullorrie ? 

^f-«w.Imarryis’t, 

C a 
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To caft thee up againe ; what iriay this meane^ 

That thou dead coarfe againe in complete fteele 
Revifites thus thegiimpfes of the moone. 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to fliake our difpofition ^ , 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our loulcs . 

Say why is this ? wherefore ? what fliould we doe . 

kora. Itbeckens you togoe away with it, 

As ifit fome impartmentdid defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courtcesas. a^ton 
It waves you to a more removed ground, 

But doe not goe with it. 
iT(?r<i.No, by no meancs. 

Ham.lt'NiW not fpeake, tbK» I wiU follow it. 

Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why ? what (hould be the feare ? 

I doe not let my life at a pins fee ; 

And for my Ibule , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immortall like it felfe ? 

It waves me forth againe , IlefolloW'ife 
Hora. What if it tempt you toward tfeeflood ray Lord, 
Or to the dreadfull Ibmnet of the cleefe. 

That bettels ore his bafe into the feati 
And there aflame fome other horrible fofme> 

W hich might deprive your fovecajgnty of rcafon. 

And draw you into madnefle ? thinks witj 
The very place putstoyesofdclpecatiorr. 

Without more motive, into. every-braiBc, ; 

That lookes lb many fadomes.t0)th<5feai 
And heares ifcEOaije.bcneafh. 

Ham.lt waves me flill, 

Goe on. He follow thee. 

You lhall not goe my,Lood. j 
H«w.Hold off your hands. : : 

Be rul’d, you lhall not goCf • 

My fate cryesout. 

And makes each petty arte^ in thisibodw; 

Cj 
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But to my minde, though I ai^ R^tiye here 

And to the mann er borne, it Is a cuftomc 

More honour’d in thp breach th^n the pblervancc : 

This hcavie- headed reyeli and 

Makes us traduc’d and taxed pf ptber I^ations ; 

They clepe us Drunkards,and vvith fiyinilh phrale 

Soileour addition; and indeed it takes 

From our atchievements,though perform’d a| height. 

The pith and marrovy pfpur attribute ; 

So oft it chances in part^u4r. men. 

That for fome vicious moie of nature in them. 

As in their birth, where^R they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannp,r chpole his.origenj 
By their ore-growtb.pf fome complexion. 

Oft breaking dovvne the pales forts of reafon i 

Or by fome habit that top m.uf h prptleavens 
The forme of plaufive manners, that thefemen 
Carrying I fay the. fiampe of one defe<5t. 

Being Natures livery, oj:Fprcunes fiarce, 

His vertues clfo bi,e they as. pure as.grafc. 

As infinite as man may undergoe. 

Shall in the generall cenforetake corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
Tohisownefcandali. EjitfirChefi). 

/for. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us ! 

Be thou a fpiritoffaealth, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires,fEora.heayen,or blaftsfrom hel, 
^e thy intents wickedpr charitable. 

Thou com’ft.in foch aqueftionablelhape 
That I will fpeake to thec .5 ,lle.callthee//i«»/<ff, 
Kingj Father proyall Dane*. Oanfivcrcme, 

Let me notburft in.igporance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hear fed in. death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcha, 
Wherein we law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous and marble jawes. 
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As hardy as the Nemem Lions nerve ; 

Still am 1 call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven He make a Ghoft of him that lees me.* 

I lay away : Goe on lie follow thee. Exit Ghofi and Hamlet, 

Bor. He waxes de^rate with imagination. 

J\4ar. I ets followj ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Bora, Have after : to what iflue wi II this come ? 

Mar- Something is rotten in the State of Denmark.fi 
Bora. Heaven will dire«Sl it. 

./W<ir.Nay let’s follow him. SxeunU 

Enter a*>d Hamlet, 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpeake. He goe no further. 
Ghofi Marke me. 

Hnm.l will. 

Ghofi, My houre is almoft com^ 

W hen I to lulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up my lelfc. ' 

Alas poorc Ghoft. 

Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold, 

Speakcj I ana bound to heare. 

Gho.So ait thou to rwenge when thou Ihalt heare. 

Ham. W hat ? 

Gho^t. I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom’d for a certaine terme towalke the night. 

And for the day confin’d CO faft in firesj 
Till the foule crimes, done in my dayes of nature 
Areburnt and purg’d away: Butt hat I amforbid 
To tell the lecrets of my prifon houle, 

I could a tale unfold, whofeJighteft word . . 

W ould harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ttart from their Ipheres, 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part, - 
And each particular haire to ftand an end ' 

Like quills upon the fearefuIlPorpentine; ’ , 

But this eternall blazon muft no; be '1 ; il ■ f'. 

To earesofflefti and blood : lift, lift, Olift> 

Ifthou didft ever thy deare father love. . ' 

Ham, 
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Gho. Revenge his foule &-moft unnatural! murder. 

Murder I . 

Murder moft foule, as in thebeftitis , 

But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

if 4 »,.Haftmeto know’t,that I with wings aS imfc 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love, 

May fweepe to my revenge. 

Ghoft. Ifindetheeapt; , 

And duller flhooldft thou be than the wt weed 

ThatrootsitfelfeineafoonL^f wharfe, , 

Wouldft thou not fiirre in this : now Hamlet neare, 
Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent ftutjg me : lb the whole care of 
Is by a forged procefle of my death 
Rankely abiifed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

• The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life. 

Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Propheticke foule, my uncle I 
Ghofi. I, that inceftuousjthat adult crate beaft. 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trait rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gift s that have the power , 

So tofeduce ! won to his Ihamelull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene. 

0 Hamlet, vihit a falling oft was tbtre 
Fromme, whole love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the.vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch . whole naturall gifts were poore 

To thofeof mine'but vercue,asit never will be mov’d 
Though lewdnefle court it in a ftiape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linekt. 

Will fort it felfe in a celefliallbed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But loft, me thinkes I fenc the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwaies of the afternoone. 

Upon njy fecure houre thy uncle ftole 
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With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my cares did ponrd 
The leprous diftilmenr, whole eflfedl 
Holds lijch an enmity with blood of man. 

That Iwift as Quick-ftlver it courles through 
The natural! gatesaftd allics of thebody. 

And witi^a fudden vigour it doth pofTefife 
And curd, like eager droppings into-milfte. 

The thin and whoUbme-blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a moft inftant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-like^wittrvile andloathlfeme cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I deeping, by a-brothers hindi 
Of life, of Crowne; Of (^eene at once dilpatchr. 

Cut off even in the blolfomes of my finnci 
Unnuzicd, dilappointed, uh-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but lenttO my account 
With all my impcrfedfions on my head, -r* 
iO h horrible, Q horr i We, moft horrible, 

* If thou haft nature inthec bcareit not. 

Let not the royal! bed ofT5f»iw«r/(^e Be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Ihceft. 

But howlbmever thou purlueft this a£f. 

Taint not thy mindeinor letthy Ibule contfive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven; 

And to thofe thornes tmtin herbolomelbd^. 

To pricke and ftingher': farethfeewell at onbei 
The Gloworme Ihewes thematine to be necre. 

And ’gins to .pale his unefftfitjalf fife : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me; 

Ham.O all you hoft bf-heaven '.! O earth ! v^af elfe? 
And* lhall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart,’ 

And you my finewes,grow not infHntold,' 

But beare me Ivviftly up ; remember thee I 
I thou poore Ghoft, whijesmeraory holds a feat 
In this diftraifed Globe-; remember thee i ' 
Yea,fromthe tableofmy memorie' 
lie wipe away a II triviall fond records. 
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All faw of bookes, all formes, all prcfliirespaft. 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone fhall live 
Within the booke and volume of my braine, 

Unmixt with baler matter j yes by heaven. 

O moft pernicious woman ! 

Gvillaine,villaine, failing damned villaine. 
Mytables,meetitisIfetdowne, ^ 

Tnatone may faile, and I’mile, and be a villainei 
• At leaft I am fure it may be lb in Dtnmarks., 

So uncle there you are : now to my word. 

It is adieu, adieu, remember me. 

Ihavefworne’t. Enter HeratH ttnd MarccUtu* 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

A^ar>'LotA Hamlet. 

Hora. Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

U^ar. Illo, ho,ho,my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, bo, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- How i s’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull ! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

No, you will reveale it, 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

M^r. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How lay you then, would heart ofmaii once thinke it? 
But you’ll befecret. 

1 by heaven. 

Ham. There’s never avillainc 
Dwelling in all Denmarkof 
But bee’s an arrant Knave. 

^era. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come fiom the grave 
■To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
Iholdit fit that we fhakehands and part, 
ou as your bufinefle and de&e fhall pointyou, 

^ every man hath bufineffe and defire, 

D Such 
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Such as it Is> and for my owne poore part 
Iwill goe pray. 

Hora. Thele are but wild and whurling words my Lord* 
Ham. I am lorry they offend you heartily. 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrickehm there is Her at to % 

And much offence too : touching this vifiion here. 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; ^ , 

For your defire to know what is bet weene us 
Ore-mafter’t as you mayrand now good friends, 

As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give meone poore requeft. 

Hvra. What i s’t my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Never make knowne what you have lecnc to riight^ 
MyLordvve will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’e. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

LMar. Nor I my Lord in faith» ;■ 

Ham. Upon my (word. 

ar. \ V e have Iworne my Lord already.* 

Ham. Indeed upon my fvvord, indeed. 

Chofi cries ttKder the fiage, 

^hofi. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, laift thou lb ? art thou there true-penny ? 
Comfion, you heare this fellow in the SelJeridge 
Conlerit to Iweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Never to Ipeake ofthiS; thaf,you have leenei 
Sweare by my (word* , 

Choft. Sweare. 

Ham. Hic.& then wee’ll fliilt OUT 

Come hither Gent lemcn 
And lay your hands agaiue upon my (word 
Sweare by my fword. 

Never to fpeake of this chat you have heard. 

ChoSi. Sweare by his Iword. 

Ham. Wellfaid oldMoIc,canft 
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A worthy Pioner,once more remove good friends. 

Hera.O day and night ! but this is wondrous ftrangei 

Ham.hn<^ therefore as a ftrangermve it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio 
Thanare dream’t of in your Philolbphy : but come, 
Hereasbefore;never fo help you mercy, 

(How flrange or odde lb ere I beare my folfe. 

As I perchance hereafter Iball thinke meet. 

To puf anantike difpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never (ball 
With armes encombred thus , or head thus fhak't. 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe. 

As, well well, we know, or we could and if we would. 

Or if we lift to lpcake,or there be and if they might, ^ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to not^ 

That you know ought of me, this doc Iweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you. 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

H.?«».Rcft,reft,perturbed Ipiric. So Gentlemen 
W ith all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’expreffe his love and friending to you 

God willing (hall not lacke : let us goe in together," 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curfed fpight 
That ever I was borne to fet it right 1 
Nay come, lets goe together. ExennU 

Enter old, ^olonius with his man or two. 

Pol. Give him this money, and chele two notes Reynaletol 
I will my Lord. 

Pol. You Iballdoe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo^ 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of hisbehaviour. 

Afy.My Lord 1 did intend it. 

Pol, Marrie well fiid, very well laid,lookeyou llr. 

Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Parist 
And how, and who,whac means,and where they keep, 

What company,at what expence : and finding 
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By this encompaflment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you more neercr 
Then your particular demands will tonch it. 

Take you as’t werefome diftant knowledge of him> 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Rejmldo ? 

9 '. I, very well my Lord. 

*Tol. And in part him,but you may fiy not well, 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addidled lb and (b, and there put on him 
W hat forgeries you pleale, marry noneforanke 
As may diflionour him, take heed of chat ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and uliiall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

%ey‘ As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearirig, 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you maygoefofarre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would diflionour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may (eafbn it in the charge. 

You muft not put another Icandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults lb quaintly. 
That they may leeme the taints ofliberty. 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaflault. 

Rey.^xit my good Lord. 

Wherefore fliould you doe this ?' 

^ 9 . 1 my Lord, I would know that. 

P el. Marry fir here’s my drift. 

And 1 beleeve it is a fetch ofwit. 

Y ou laying thefe fleight lullies on my Ibnnc, 

As ’twere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you,your party in convef fe,be you would found. 
Having ever feene in the prenominare crimes 
The youth yon breath of guilty, be aflijr^d 
He doles with you in this conlcquence 1 



Prince of Dcnmarkc^ 

6ood fir (or fo) or firiend, or Gentleman, 

Accordingto the phrafe or the addition 
Of man and countrey; 

f 2.'^dL^n°SL^a\^ :what was I about to fay 

By the MalTe I was about to fay fomething, 
where did I leave? 

i?^. At doles in the confequence. 

Pol. At clofes in the confequence ; rmj'rry, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I law him yefterday,or th’otherday. 

Or then, or then, with luch or fuch, and, as you lay. 

There was a gaming there, or tookc in’s rowfc. 

There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
I faw him enter fuch and liich a houfe of fale. 

Videlicet, a Brothell, or fo forth . See you now. 

Your bait of falfliood takes thiscarpeof truth, 

And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with effayesof byas. 

By indiredfs finde diredfions out : 

So by my former Ledfure and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not ? 

%ej. My Lord I have. 

A«/. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

*I>ol. Obferve his inclination in your fclfe. 

Rey, I flial] my Lord. ’ • 

^ol. And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. W ell my Lord. • Exit Rey, 

Enter Oyhelia. 

Ps/.Farwell.How nowOp/&^//4,what’s the matter? 

Ofh.O my Lord,my Lord,! have binfo affrighted. 

Polo, W ith what i’th name of God ? 

Ophel. My Lord as I was fowing in my Clofet, 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet alliinbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head, his ftockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to his ankle, 

P? leas his fliirt, his knees knocking each other, 

D5 a 
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And with a looke fo piteous in purport, 

A§ if he had beene looied out ofhell 
To (peake of horrorsj he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel. My Lord I doe not know. 

But truely I doe feareit. 

Po/.Whatfaidhe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

And with hisother hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to fuch perulall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he (b, 

Ac laft, a little fhaking’ofmine arme, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downc. 

He railed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to fhatter all his bulke. 

And end his being t that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his fhoulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d tQ findehis way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoefeeke the Ki ngi 
This is the very extafie of love, 

W hole violent property forgoes it lelfo. 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings. 

As oft as any pa (lions under heaven 
That does afflicl our natures : I am Ibrrie ; 

W hat ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Ophel.No my good Lord, but asyoUdid command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
His accefletome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad : 

I am forrie that with better heed and judgeracnc 
1 had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew my jealoufle; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our lelves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fore 




Trince o/Dcnmarkc." 

To lacke dilcretion : Come, goe we to the King, 

This mull be knowne, which being keptclofemightmove 
More griefe to hide , than hate to utter love. 

Come. Exemt. 

‘Tlemi^. Enter King and Queene, Rofener^tts and 
Gmldenfterne. 

jRT/V^. Welcome deare j?o/^»cr<2«# and CuildenJiernCf 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhallie fending. Something you have heard 
Ot Hamlets transformark n, lb I call it, 

Sitb nor th’excerior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was : what it Ibonld be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from theunderftandingof himfelfe 
I cannot dreame of : 1 entreat you both. 

That being of lb young dayes brought up with him, 

And frth lo neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, Iboy your companies 
T o draw him cm to plealiires, and to gather 
So much as from occafion you may gleane. 

Whether ought to us unknown afflids bim thus , 

That open’d lyes within, our remedy. 

Good Gentlemcn,heharh muchtalkt ofyou. 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres j if it will picale you 
To foew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As toexpend yourrime.with us a while. 

For the fiflaply and profit of ourhope. 

Your vifitationfhould receive fochefaankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

.SoyTBorh your Majellies 
M-ght by the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Put your dread plealutes more into command 
Than to intreaty. 

<?»//. But we both obey. 

And here give up our ielves in the full bent 
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To lay ourTervice freely at your feet. 

Kwg Thanks Refencram and gentle Gttildenfiertt, 
Thanks Guildenftern,i.nA ^c.mXtRofencrau4. 

And I befeech you inttantly to vifit 

My too much changed Ibnne : goc (bmc of you 

And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil. Heavens make our prefence and our praaices 
Plealant and helpfull to him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Ref and Guil, 

Enter Rolonius. 

Po/.Th’Embaifadors from Norypaj,m'j good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. ‘ 

Kt»g. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

'Eol. Have I my Lord ? I afl'ure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke, or elfe tnis braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fo liire 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare,. 

Pol. GivefirttadmittancetotheEmbafladors, 

My newes (hall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them,& bring them in. 

He tels me, my deare Gertrud, he hath found 
The head and fource bfall your Ibnnes diftemper. 

Quee. I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

£nter Smhaffadors, 

Ar/»^.WelI,we fhall fift him : welcome my good frirads i 
Say Holtemand^vihat from our brother Norway ? 

Vol. Moft faire returnc of greetings and defircs ! 

Upon onr firft he lent out to fopprefe 
HisNcphewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation 'gainft the 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highneflc ; whereat ^iev’d 
That lb bis lickndle, age^ and impotence 
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Was lalfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fertenhafey which hein briefe obayes, 

Receives rebuke from Norway yitid in fine> 

Makes vow before his uncle nevermore 

To give th’aflay of armes againft your Majeftie : 
Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefeore thouland crowns in annual (c9i 
And his Commilfion,toimploy thofc Souldicrs 
So levied as before, againft the ToUaekg» 

With an entreaty herein further fliowne. 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprixe 
Onfuch regards oflafety and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes Us well. 

And at our more confidered time wee’ll read, 
Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufinefle ; 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goc to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embajfadore* 

Eol. This bu finefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoflulate 
What majeftie Ihould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is timej 
W ere nothing but to wafte night, day, and time ; 
Therefore breviiie is the Ibule of wit. 

And tedioufiieftTethe limbes and outward flourilhesi 
I will be briefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call lit, for to define true madnelfe. 

What is'tbut to be nothing elfcbut mad ^ 

But let that goe. 

Quee, More matter with lefle art. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad ’tis true,’tis true, ’tis pitty, 

And pitty ’tis 'tis true, a foolilh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art ; 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaincs 
That we finde out the caufe of this efteft. 



Was 
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Or rather <ay the caufe of this defc6t. 

For this effect defcillve comes by cauie ; 

Thus it remaineSj and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while fhe is mincj 
Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and liirmife. 

To the Celefiialli my foules Jdoll, the mofi beAUtified Ophelia 
ThAt 's An illphrAfe,A vile phrafe, beautified ie a vtle phrafe; but 
you Jhall heare,thus inker excellent \vhite boJome,Thefe,&c* 
Que en. Camethis from Hamlet toher ? 

Tol. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the fiarres are fire. Letter, 

Doubt that the funne doth movcy 
Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

But never doubt I love. 

O deare Ophelii lam iUat thefe numbers , I have net Art u 
reckon my groaner, but that I love thee be ft, O mofi be fi beleevt 
it : Adteu. Thine evermore mofi deare Lady ,whilefi this 
machine is to. him, Hamlet. 

Pol, This in obedience hath my daughter Ihowne me. 

And more about have his Iblicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath (he receiv’d his love ? 

P ol. what doe you thinke of me ? 

King. Asofa man faithfull and honourable; 

1 would faine prove lb ; but what might you thinkc 
When I had (eene this hot love on the wing. 

As I perceiv’d it ('I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid the deskc,or Table-booke, 

Or given m.y heart a winking,mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt upon this love with idle l^ht. 

What might you thinke ? noj went round to worke. 

And my young Miftreflfe thus I did befpeake : 

* Prince out of thy Ipherci 
Tnis mulinotbc; and then I precepts gave her, 



frmet of Dcnmarkc.’ 

That fhe fhould locke her felfe from his refart. 

Admit no me(Tengers,receive no tokens. ^ ^ 

Which done, (he tooke the fruits of my advice j 
And he repell’d, a fhort talc to make, 

FellintoafadnelTe, thenintoaFaft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakneuej 
Thence to a lightncffe,and by this declenfion 
Into the madneflfe wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke ’tis .this ? 

It may be very likely. 

Pal. Hath there becnluch a time, I would faine kno W that, 
Thatihavepofitively feid.’tisfb. 

When it prov*d otherwile ? 

X/»f.Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this , if thisbe othccwile I 
If circumftances lead me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pel. You know Ibmetimes he walkcs foure honres togethet 
Herein the Lobby. 

So he does indeed: 

Pol. Ac Inch a time lie loole my daughter to him. 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no alliftanc for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. W e will try it. Enter Hamlet, 

Sl^een. But look where fedly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away,I doe belecch you both away. Exit King and 



lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham, W ell, God a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me, my Lord > 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fi(hmoneer.'< 
Po/. Not I my Lord. 

E a 



Queen, 



Ham. 
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HMu.lhtn 1 would you were lb honeft a man*’ 

!P«>/.Honeft my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thouland. 

Tol. That’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogge,beinga 
good kifting carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

jP«/. I have my Lord. 

Ham, Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a bleffing, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’t. 

Fel. How fay you by that ? ftill harping on my dai^hter, yet he 
knew me not at nrft, a faid I was a fi fii- monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I Ihffered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Fol. W hat is the matter my. Lord ? 

//4W, Betweene who ? 

Fol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.* 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue laies here,thatoId 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thickc Amber, and Plum-tree ©um, and that they have a 
plentiful! lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleevc, yet I holdic 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir lhall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though thisbe madneffe , yet there is method in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Into my grave. 

Po/. Indeed that’s out of the aire ;hovv pregnant Ibmetimes 
bis replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rca- 
fbn and fan^litie could not lb happily be delivered of. I wilHcavc 
him and my daughter. My Lordiwill take my leave ofyou. 

Ham. You cannot takefrom me any thing that I will notmorc 
willingly part withall, except my life.- except my life, except «y 
life. E*}ter^uildetifiernea»dR^e»srAHi. 

?#/. Fare you well my Lord. 

Haw. Thefc tedious old fooles. 

F»l. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamltt^ there he is, . 

Rtj* 



frince o/DenRiarke. 

ifff/ God fave your fir. 

Guil. My honoured Lord. 

Rof. My moft deare Lord. 

Ham.y^y excellent good friends,how doft thou QttyldeKji trn . 
Ah Rofer.cram good lads how doe you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gftyl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap^ 

We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Ao/ Neither my Loref. cx. e 

Ham.lhtn you live about her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 

Cnyl. Faith her privates we. ^ (vors. 

Ham. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true,ftieis a ftrum- 
pet. Whatnewes? 

Ref. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but your newes is not 
But in the beaten way of friendlhip,what make you at Elfemur ? 

%of. To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. 

Ah?w.Begger that I am,I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
yon, and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny : 
were you not fent for ? i sit your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita- 
tion ? come, come, deale juft ly with me, come, come, nay fpeake. 

Gayl. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham.hny thine, but to’th purpole,you were font for, and there 
is a kind of confeliion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour I know the good King and Queene 
have font for you. 

Ai»yi Towhat end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you murt teach me ;but let me conjure you by the 
rights ofourfcllowfbips, by the eonlbnancyof our youth, by the 
obligation of our ever preferved love , and by what more deare a 
better pibpofer can charge you witball , bee even and dirc<ft with 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Ref, What fay yon ? 

A/Ww.Nay then I havean eic of yon,ifyou love me hold not off. 

GuyL My Lord we were lent for. 

^am. r will tell you why, lb lhall my anticipation prevent yotK 
difcbvery, and your fecrecy to the King and <^een moult no fea- 

E 3 thetr 
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ther ;lhavcoflate,butwhereforel know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgone all cuftome ofexercifes;and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my^difpofition.that this goodly frame the earth feemes tomeea 
fterillpromontoric; thismoft excellent Canopietheaire,looke 
yon, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticallroofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing tomebutafonle 
andpeftilent congregation of vapours. Whatapieceaworkeis 
man ! how noble in realbn 1 how infinite in faculties ! in forme and 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inadion how like an An- 
gel 1 in apprehenfion how like a God 1 the beauty of the world, the 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence of dull ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fouling 
youfeemetolay fo. 

Jiof. My Lord there was no fuch ftufte in my thoughts. 

Ham.'Why did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not tne> 

Ref. To thinke my Lord, if you delightnot in man,what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers ftiall receive fi:om you,we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftia 
fhallhavetributeof mee, the adventurous Knight lhallufe his 
foy le and target, the lover (hall not figh gratis, the humorous man 
ftiall end his part in peace, and the Lady {ball fay her mind freely, 
or the blankc verfe (hall halt for’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Eventhofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

H/izw. How chances it they travell? their refidence bothinre- 

putation and profit was better both wayes, 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meancs of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they fo followed ? 

^o/!Noindeed,theyarenot. ^ 

Ham . It is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty, a twndred duckets a peece tor his pi<ft|^® 
in little : s’blood thereisfomethingin this more than naturall, it 
Philofophy could finde it out. Flet/rtp- 

G«/7. There are the players# 
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Gentlemen you are welcome 

comethen.th-appnrtenanccofwelcome .s afc.on andceiem^ 

S me comply with you in ihtsgaAe, lett my^tenttoihe 
plaiers which I tell you muft ftiew fairly outwards, fhould more 
aSTteemeniinmeut than yours; you a«welcome: bur 
my Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

therly I know a hawke from a hand-faw. 

Enter Polonitti. 

Po/. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham.H&xke. you GuyUenflernyivA you too, at each care a hea- 
rer, that great baby as you fee is not yet out of his fwadhng clouts. 
Ref. Happely he is the fecond time come to them, for they lay 

an old man is twice a child. r u r»t 

JT4«*.Iwillpropheciethat he comes to tell me of the Players, 

marke it : You fay right fir, a Munday morning twas then indeed. 

j»ff/.MyLordlhave newestotellyou. 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you ; when Roffm was an 
A6torinRomc. 

fol. The A£fors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buzjbuz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Then came each A(ftor on his afle. 

yo/. The beft Aftors in the world,either for T ragedy,Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall Icene 
indevidablc, or Poem unlimited : Seneca cannot bee too hwvie, 

nor Plautm too light for the law of writ and the liberty j thefc are 

eheonelymen. * 

fiam. O je^tha Judge of Ifrael what a treafurehadft thou? 
Pol, What a treafurc had he my Lord I 
Ham. Why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hec lo- 
vci^paflingwell. 

y o/. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jeftha} 

Pol. What fbllowes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then yon know it caine to 
paffe,asmoftlikeitwas : thefitlft tow of the pans chapfon will 

£hev» 
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With eyes like Carbuncle, the hellifliJP/rr^w 

Old g;ranfire Pri/im feekes 5 ft) proceed you. 

PMozt God my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 
y/rfry. Anon he finds him . /• j 

Striking too fhort at Greekes, his anticke Iword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall matcht, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and winde of his fell fivoi^ 

Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with fiaming top 
Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous cralh 
Takes prifoner Pyrrhus eare : for loe his fwoedp 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Ofreverent ‘Priamt fecrn’d i’th ayte to fiicke. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus Rood, 

Like a neutrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often lee againft Ibme ftorme, 

A (ilence in the heavens,the rackes ftand ftill. 

The bold wind Ipeechlefle , and the orbe below 

As hulh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : lb after Pyrrhus pawle, 

A rowfcd vengeance fets him newaworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefle remorfe than bleeding Iword 
Now fa Us on Pr»4»». 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet'Fortune ! all you gods 
in general 1 fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the l^kes and felloes from her wheele, 

' And boule the round nave downe the hill bf^heaven, 

As low as to thO fiends* 

P(7/. This is too long. 

Ha, It ftiall to the Barbers with your beard ; prethee lay on, he’s 
for a jig, or a tale of bawdmor he fleeps j fay on, come to Hecuba, 
.But who, ah woe had feene the moWed Queene. 
iT<*«w.ThemoblcdQucenc I 

F Pole* 
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0iew yon more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the Players, 

' Ham^iovi are welcome mailers, welcome all , I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends ; oh old friend ! why thy face is 
valanc’d fince I faw thee laft , corn’ll thou to beard mee in Den, 
marke ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle I my Lady your Ladi- 
fhip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you lall by the altitude 
of a.ehopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : mailers you are all welcome,wcc’JI 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech llrait , come give us a talle of your quality, come a 
paffionate Ipeech. 

Player, What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. Iheard theefpeakemeafpeechonce,butitwasnevera- 
^ed, orifit was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’tvvas caviary to the genetall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in liich matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play , welldigefted inthe feenes,fet 
downe with as much modefly as cunning. I remember one L‘d 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter fevoury, nor 
nomatter inthephrafe that might indite the author of affeftion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefome as Iweet, and by very 
much more handlbme than fine ; one Ipeech in'c I chiefly loved, 
’twas t^Eneas talketo D/Wo, and thereabout of it elpecially when 
fae lpeakes ofPr/<JK*jflai^hter,ifit livein your memory begin at 
this linc,let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
Beatl, ’tis not it begins with The rugged ^rr)&«/,hee 
whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 
when he lay couched in th’ominous horfe. 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion lhaeat’d 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fethers, mothers, daughters, fbnnes. 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rolled in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With 
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Ptf/tf. That’s good. 

PAi/.Run barefoot up and downe,threatning the flames, 
Wi£hBifonrhume,aclout upon that head 
Where late the diadem flood, and for a robe, 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarrae of fearc caught up. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venome fteept, 

’©ainft fortunes ftate would trealbn have pronounc’d : . 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then. 

When file law Pyrrhm make malicious Iport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limbe?, 

The inftant burfl of clamor that fhe made, 

Unlefle things morcall move them not at all. 

Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And paflion in the gods. 

P«/. Looke where be has not turned his colour, and has teares 
in’s eyes : prethee no more.. 

AT<iw,’Tis well, He have thee fpeake out the reft of this (bone.' 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftraft andbriefe 
Chronicles ofthe time; afteryour death you. were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

y<?/. My Lord I will ufe them' according to their defert. 

JIam.Qods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
defert, andwhoftiall fcape whipping? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity, the leflethey deferve the more merit is in 
your bounty: Take them in, - 

Pc/. Come firs. 

Bam. Follow him friends,wee’ll heare a- play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of 

P/^ey. I my Lord. _ - , • i.. r 

Bam. W ee’il hay’tjEpmorrovy night i you 
a f^eech of fome doien lines, or fixteene lines , which I would fet 
downe and infert in’r, could you not ? 

P/< 9 '.ImyLord. 

Bam.Ytxy well : follow that Lord , and looke you mocke him 
not- My goodfriends,IIe leave you tillmight, you arc welcome 
u>£lfe»(mr, £xcmt liters, , 
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Pc/ Good my Lord. 

Batn. I fo, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

O whar a Rogue and pefant flaveam I ! 

Is it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fiftion, in a dreame of paflion. 

Could force his foulelb to his owne conceit. 

That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diflradfion in sa(ped, 

Abroken voice, and bis whole funaion futing; 

With formes to his conceit, and all for nothing. 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Becttba tohim,orhetohcr, 

■That be fhould weep for her ? what would he doe 
Had he the motive, and that for paflion 
That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares, 
And cleave the general 1 cafe with horrid ipeech. 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares j yet I, 

A dull and muddy metled raskalhpeake 
Like _7<7i&«-a-dreames, unpregnant of my canfe. 

And can fay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moft deare life 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate acrofle, 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Twekes me by’th nofc, gives me the lye i’th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who docs me this ? 

Hah ? s’wounds I fhould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
1 fhould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this flaves offall ; bloudy,baudy villaine, 
Remorflefle,trecherous, lecherous, kindlefle villaioi 
W hy what an Afle am I ? this is moft brave, 
Tbatlthelbnne ofa deare father murthered. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whwe unpacke my heart with words, 
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And fall a cnrfing like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’t, foh. 

About my braines,hum, 1 nave heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 

Have by the very cunning ot the Scene 

Beene ftrooke fo to the lbule,that prefently 

They have proclaim’d their male&^ions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play Ibmething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes, 

He tent him to the quicke, if a doe blench 

I know my courfe. The fpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the diyell hath power 
T’aflume a pleafing fliape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with loch fpiritSj 
Abufes me to damne me : He have grounds 
More relativethanthisjthePlay’s the thing 
Wherein He catch the confcience of the King. Exit, 

Enter IOn£, Queene, PoloniuSi Ophelia, Rofencraus, (jupl- 
■ den fterne, Lords. 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof, He does confeffe he feeles himfelfe diftraeSfed, 

But from what caufe he willby no meanes fpeake.' 

(7^/.Nor doe we find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madneflekeepesaloofe 
W hen we would bring him on to fome confclfion 
Ofhistrueeftate. 

Did he receive you well ? 

Moft like a Gentleman. 

Cuyl. But with much forcing of his difpofitioni 
Rof. Niggard of queftion,but our demands 
Moft free in his repfy. 

Qnee. Did you aflay him to any paftime? 

Rof Madam, it lb fell out that ccrtainc Players 
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We ore-rahght on the way, of thefe we told him, 

And there did feeme in him a kind of joy 
To heare of it ; they are hereabout the Court, 

And as 1 thinke they have already order 

This night to play oefore him. 

Po/.’fis molt true, w • 

And he befeecht me to entreat your MajelticS' 

To heare and fee the matter. 

King. W ith all my heart, 

And it doth much content mCi 
To heare him lb inclin’d : 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge. 

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof We fhall my Lord. Exemt Rof& gttjL 
Sweet Gerrr<«rd leave us two. 

For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hitherj 
‘ That he as ’twere by accident may here 

Affront ; her father and iity felfe, 

Wee’ll fo beftow our felves,that feeing unfeene 

We may of their encounter frankly judge, . 

And gather by him as he is behav’d, 

If’t be th’afflief ion of his love or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Quee. I fhall obey you : ' 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wifli 
That your good beauties be the ha|^y caufe 
O f Hamlets wildnefTe,fo fhall I hope your vertoes 
Willbringhim to his wonted way againe. 

To both your honours'. 

Ophel. Madam, I wifh ir may. 

Pol.Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleafe you 
We will beftow our felvcs ; read on this Bookc, 

That (hew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefle : we are oft to blame in this, 

’Tis too much prov’d, that with devotions vi6g^ 
And pious affion we doe fugar o’rc 
The divell himfelfe. - 
King, O ’tis too true ; 
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How fraait a lafhthat ipeeclrdothgive tny-cpiifciendCi'' 

The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art. 

Is not more ugly to the thing thathelpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

O heavie burden! Enter Hamletl 

PoL I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Hmm. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind tolufter 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to rake armes againft a lea oftroubJes, 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to flecpe 
No more ; and by a fleepc to fay we end 
The heart- ake, and thefnoufandnaturallfhockes 
That flelh is hfeire to ; ’tis a confummation 
Devoutly to be wiibt, to dye to.fleepe. 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub. 

For inthat fleepof death what dreames may corner 
W hen we have lliuffled off this mortall coy le 
Muft give us paufe, foere’s the rdped 
That makes calamity ofib long life ; 

For who would beare the whips and Icornes of time, 
Th’oppreflbrs wrong, the proud fnans contumely, . 

The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 

The inlblence of office, and the Ipurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his make 

With a bare bodkin who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of Ibmething after death. 

The undilcover’d Countrey, from whofe borne 
No traveller retumes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thofe ills we have. 

Than fiye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confoience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hievy, ofrefolution 
Is ficklicd ore with the pale caftof thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry, 

And 
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lofethe name of affion. Soft you now, 

Thefaire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons I 
Be all my fins remembred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you, well. 

OphelMy Lord I have remembrances ofyours. 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray yon now receive them. 

No, not l, I never gave you ought. 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did,- 

And with them words of fo fweec breath compofed 
As made thefe things more rich : tlieir perfume loft,. 

Take thefe againe : for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord.. 

Are you faire? 

Ophel. W bat meanes your Lordfhip ? 

A/^w.Thatif you bee honeft ahdfaire, you fliQUld admit nO; 
dilcourle to your beauty . 

Could beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeftie,. 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fobnertransforme 
honeftie fre - vvhat k is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
tranflate beauty to his likeneflc : this was. fometime aParadOxe, 
but now the time gives it proofed, I did love you once- 
Indeed my Lord you made me beleevc fo. 

Ham. You fripuld not have belecv’d mee, fca: vertue cannot lb 
evacuate our old ftocke but wefliafl isillilhofit rldoved you not. 

OpAr/. Iv\¥i%,ftiefop^ldedeived,.-. .;. 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of lin- 
nets ? I am my$:lfe indifferent honeft ,bflt'fict I cbuldaccufe me 
of filch things, that it were better my mothec had'not born me ;T 
am very proud,; reyengefull jambitiovis, wiihimbce cffehces at my' 
beck than I have thoughts to put therh in, imagination to give the 
(hapc,or time to aift themin ; wh^tfixOuldfuchfellovves as I doc 
^ , crawling.. 
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crawling betweene earth and heaven? we arc arrant Knaves, 
leeve none of us, go thy waiesto a Nunry. Where’s your father?* 

Ophel. At home my Lord. 

JIam. Let the doores be fhut upon him, 

That he may play thefoole no where but in’s owne houfe: 
Farewell. 

Ophel. O heipe him you fweet heavens. 

If am. K thou doft marry, He give thee this plague forthydow- 
ry, be thou as chafteas Ice, as pure as fhow, thou (halt not efcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry,&rewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a fbole,.fbr wilemen know well enough what monfters 
you make of them : to a Nunry, goe, and quickly coo, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too,H e no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I lay we will have no moe marriages, thofe that are married 
already all but one lhall live, the reft ftiall keepe as they are: toa 
Nunriegoe. £xit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers,Souldiers,Scholars,eie, tongue, (word, 
Th’expeaation andRofe ofthe faire ftate. 

The gJafle offafhion, and the mould offbrme, 

Th oblerv’d ofull obfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moft dejeft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now lee what noble and nioft fovcraigne realbn 
Like Iweet bels jangled out of time, and harffi, ^ 

That unmatcht forme and ftature ofblowne youth 
Blaftedyvith extafie. O woeis me 
T' have leen what I have feen,feewhatTfeel Exili ^ 
Enfey'Kwg ^ * 

! bisaffci6Hbns doc not that way 
For what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnesithere’sfomethinginhis Ionic 
Dre which his melancholy fitson brood, 

And I doc doubt the hatch and the dilctofe 

Will 



Trince of Dcnmarke.’ 

Will be Ibme danger j which for to prevent 

Ihave in quicke determination , ^ . 

Thus fet downe ; he (ball with Ipeed to England# 

Forthe demand of our negleaed tribute ; 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable objefts ftiall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftill beating. 

Puts him thus from fafhion ofhimlelfe. 

What thinke you on’t ? 

P#/. It lhall doe well: 

But yet I doe beleevc the origen and commencement of it 
Sprung from neglected love : how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid, 

W e heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleale. 

But if you hold it fit, after the play 
Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 
To Ihew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And He be plac’d ( fo plcafe you) in the care 
Of all their conference : if Ihe find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft lhall think. 

King. It (hall be lb, 

Madneflein great ones muft not unmatcht goe. 

Enter Hamlet, and three of the flayers. 

Ham. Speake the Ipeech I pray you as I pronounc’ d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpoke my lines: nor do 
not faw the aire too much with your hand,thus, but ufe all gently; 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paffion you muftacquire and beget a temperance that may 
giveit fmoothnefle : O it offends mee to the Ibule to heare a ro- 
BuftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a paffion to totters, to very 
rags, to Ipleec the eares of the ground- lings, who for the moft part 
ate capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe Ihewes and noifc: 
I would have (uch a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it ouc- 
Hereds Herod, pray you avoid it. 
flay. I warrant your honour. 

G Ham: 
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17 Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own dilcretionbe 
your tutor; futetheafiiontothe word, the word to theaftion 
with this fpeeiallobfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modeftie 
of Nature : For any thing (bore-done is from the purpofeofplay, 
ingjwhofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as’twere 
theMirrouruptonaturCjto fltewvertue her feature, fcornehet 
o.vne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preflure : now this over-done, or come tardy oS ^ough it maket 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve ; tlic 
cenfure of which one muftin your allowance ore- weigh a whole 
Theater ofothers. O there be Player s that I have feene play, and 
heard others prai(c,and that highly, not to (^ak it profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, 
Pagan, nor man,have fo ftrutted and beIlowed,that I have thought 
Ibme of Natures Joarny-men had made men,and not madethem 
well, they imitated humanity fo abominably. 

Play.\ hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 
Ham.O reforme it altogether ; and let thofe that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fet dovvne for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on fome quantitieof 
barren lpc6fators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome 
neceflary qiieftion of thePlay be then to be confidered : that’s vil- 
lanous, andfhewesamoftpitifull ambition intbeFooletbatn- 
fcs it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
hears this piece of worke ? 

Pater f oloHitUi^ttyldenperae^ni. Refeacraui^ 

P<j/. And the Queene too, and chat prefently. 

Ham, Bid the Players make hafte.Will you two help to haften 
I my Lord. Exeunt thofe twe< ftheffi* 

Ham . W hat hoe, Horatio f 
Hora. Herelweet Lord,at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art een as juft a man 
As ere m,y converfation cop’t withall. 

TTijrrf. O my deare Lord. 

Nay, doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 
That no revenue haft but ihy good fpirits 

To feed and cloath thee ? why fhould the poop be flattered * 
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Ko let the candied tongue licke abfurd pompe, 

Andcrooke the pregnant hinges oftheknee 

Where thrift may follow fawning : doeft thou hcarc f 
Since my deare foule was Miftris of her choice, 

And could of mendiftinguifohereleaiom 

Sh’athfcal’d thee for her fdfe: for thou haft bin 
AS one in fuffering all that fnfters nothing s 

Amanthatfortuncsbuffets and rewards 

Haftta’n with equall thanks ;and bleftarethofe 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo vvellcomedlea 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger, 

Tofoond what flop fhe pleafe ; give me that man 
That is not paflions flave, and I will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of hcare. 

As I doe thee. Something too much ofthisj 
There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of It comes necre the circumflance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeft that K8l on foot 

Evenwith the very comment of thy foule 

Obfetve my uncle ; ifhis occulted guilt 
Doc not it felfc unkennell in one Ipcech* 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have ftcncj 
^ And my imi^inations are as foule 
kiVuleans mihy tgivc him heedful! note* 

Por I mine eyes will rivet to his face. 

And after we will both our judgements joind 
Incenfure of his feeming. 

Aforrf. Well my Lora, 

Ifa fteale ought the wbilft this P lay is playing 
And fcape detedfion, I will pay the theft* 

Sater Trumpets and Kettle DruutSyKiaj^s 
^lueenyPoleniHSyOphelia. 

Ham.'Vhsy are comming to the play,I muft be idle* 
^er you a place. 

How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Ham. Excellent ifeith, 

Of the Cameleons difh, I cat the aire, 
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fromife-«am’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

JCi»£. I have nothing with this anfwer HamUtt 
Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord- 
Y ou plai’d once in the Univerfity you iay . 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good A6lor. 
Ham. What did you enaft ? 

Pol. I did ena£l Julitu ^afar, I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 
Brntm kill’d me. 

Ham. It was abrute partofhim to kill lb capitall a calfctfaere, 
Be the Players ready? * ' 

Pof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 
ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham.'^o good mother, here’s metall more attraflivc. 

/«/. O ho, doe you markethat ? 

Ham. Lady, (hall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs- 
Ophet. What is my Lord ? > 

Nothing. 

You are marry my Lord. 

//Wot. Who I? 

I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig-maker, what Ibould a man doe 
but be merry: forlookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookes,. 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, ’tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then lot the divell weare black, for He have 
a lute of fables :0 heavens .'dye two months agoe, andnotfor- 

f otten vet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
is life halfe a yeere ; but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
clfe (hall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whofe E- 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

The Trumpets found, HumbefoewfoUovees, 

£nter a Kin^ and a Queen, the Queene embracing him, and he 
her, he tahfs her up, and declines hit head upon her necks, 

him 
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him dome upon a bank? offomrs , Jhe feeing him afeepe, teaves 
hint! anon comes in another man, takes off his Crorvne,ki}fes it, 
poftresvoifon in the feepers eares,and leaves him •• the Queenre- 
tsfrnesjfindes the King dead,makes paffionate aBion, thepoifoner 
with feme three or four e comes in again, feem to condole with her, 
the dead body is carried away, thepoif mer woes the Queene with 
Sifts,ffe feemes harjh a while,but in the end accepts love. 

* Ophel. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham- Marry it is munching Malltco, it meanes milchiefo. 

Ophel. Belike this Ihevv imports the argument of the Play. 

Ham. We lhall know by this fellow. Enter Prologue. 
ThePlayers cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

Ophel. Will a tell us what this Ihew meant ? 

Ha. I, or any Ihew that you will (hew him,be not you alham'd 
to IheWjhee’ll not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the P lay. 

Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here ftooping to your clemency, 

W e begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ^ 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
wafh, and Tellsu orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed Iheene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutuall in moft facred bands. 

S^ue.So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done ; 

But woe is me, you are fofickcoflate, 

Sofarrefrom cheere,and from your former ftate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

HifeomfortyoumyLbrd it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love. 

And womans fcare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 
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* Mow what my love is proofe hath made you know. 
And as my love is ciz’d my teare is (b ; 

W here love is great , the littleft doubts are feare ; 
W here little fears grow greatjgreat love grows there. 

if/w^.Faith Imuft leave ihec love, and Ihortly tOQ^ 
My operant powers their funftions leave to doe, 
And thou lhalt livein this faire world behind. 
Honour’d, bclov'd, and haply one as kind 
For husband flialtthou. 

Qftee. O confound the reft I 
Such love muftneedsbe trcalbn in my breaft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft ; 

The inttances that fecond marriage move 
Arc bale relpefls of thrift , but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you i^ak. 
But what we doe determine oft we brcakc, 

Purpofe is but the Have to memory, 

Of violent birth,but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unftiaken when they mellow be* 

Moft necelTary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our felves is debt ; 
Whattoourfelvesin paflionwepropofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpoie lole ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 
Their owne cna(ftures with themfclvesdeftroy ; 
Where joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament ; 
Griefe joy, joy griefes, on flender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrangc. 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change; 
For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, 

W hcthcr love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great magdowne, you marke his favourite flics. 
The p^e advanc’d makes friends of enemies ; 

And hitherto doth love on fonune tend. 
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For who not needsfhall never lacke a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Pireftly fealbns him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Ourwills and fatesdoe fo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill areoverthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their endsnone of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dyetby thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead* 

Quee.^ot earth to me give food,nor heaven light, 

Sport and repofe lockc from me day and nighc, 

To defperation turne my trurt and nope. 

And Anchors cbeere in prifon be my feope. 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face of joy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy ; 

Both here and hence purfue me lafting ftrife, fhould 

If once I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now . 

King. ’Tis deeply Iwornc : fweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with flCepi 
Quee Sleep rocke thy braine, 

Andnevercomemilchancebetweeneus twaine. Exeunt, 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

f ttee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkcs. 

'am. O but Ihee’ll keepe her word. 

ATw.Have you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’f ? 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft, poifon in jeft, no offence i’th 
What doe you call the play? (world. 

Ham.lh^ Moufe-trap ; marry how ?tropically.This playis the 
imageofa murtherdone inHienna, g«»>z,agois the Dukes name, 
his wife you fhallfee'anoni’tisaknavifh piece ofwork, 

but what of that ? your Majeftie and we fhall have free Ibules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch , our withers arc un- 
Wrung. This is ont Lftciantu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianui . 

Ophel. You are as good as a Cherttivay Lord. 

I could interpret betweeneyouandyourlove 
,If I could fee the puppies dallying. 

Ofheh'. 
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■Ophel.Yow are keene my Lord,you arekcene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Still better andworfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

.Thoughts black,hands apt,drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate feafon, elle no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds collefled. 

With Hecats hine thrice blafled, thrice infected. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On whoUbme life ufurps immediately. 

Ham. A poifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his name's9^o«*4- 
^a,the ftory is extant,and written in very choice Italian:you fliall 
lee anon how the mnrtherer gets the love o?Gonz,aaoes wife. 

Ophel, The King rifes. 

Quec.^iow fares my Lord ? 

Fel. Give ore the play. 

King, Give me fomc light, away. 

F <?/.Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all hut Ham.& Horatio, 

Ham. Why let the ftruckcn Deere goeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For fome muft watch whileft feme muft fleep. 

Thus rnns the world away. W ould not this lir,and a forrefi offea- 
thers,ifthe reft of my fortunes turn Turk with me,with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d lhooes,get me a fellowlhip in a city of plaiers ? 

Hora, Halfe a fhare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 



Ofjove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.* 

Ham. O good Horat w,Iletake the Ghofts word for a thoufind 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Very well my Lord. 

Upon the talke ofthepoilbqing. 

Hora, I did very well note him. 



Ham. 



Prince o/ Pentuarke^ 

Ham. Ah ha, come feme muficke, come the Recorders, 



Ham. SirawholeHiftorie. 

The King fir. 

f/rfjw- 1 fir, whatof him ? 

Cu^l. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinke fir ? 

Gujl. No my Lord, with choler. 

«i(w.Yourwifedomelhouldfliew it felfe more richer to fig- 
nlfie this to the Do 6 tor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Gttyl. Good my Lord put yourdiTcourfe into fome frame. 

And ttare not fo wildly upon my aftaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Gujl. The Queene your mother in moft great affliftion of Ipi- 
ritjhath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

^»7-Nay good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it fliall pleafe you to make mee a wholfeme anfwer , I will doc 
yourmotherscommandement , if not, your pardon and my re- 
turne fliall be the end of the bufineffe. 

Ham.Sit I cannot. 

jKo/i What my Lord ? 

Hi*. Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wit’s difeas’d,but fir, fech 
anfwer as lean make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you lay. 

Rof Then thus fhe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can fo aftonifli a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 

Ref. She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We fliall obey, were ftie ten times our mother j have you 
any further trade with us ? 

•^o/. My Lord youOncedidloveme. 

H Ham. 



For if the King likes not the Comedy, 
why then belike he Ukes it not perdie. 

Come, feme muficke.- , ^ a 

Enter Rofencrates and yHyldenJrernea 

Guyl. Good my Lord vouchfafe me a word with 







Tlje Tragedy efUnmkt 
1/4W. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and ftealers. 
if®/. Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper> youdo/. 
fcrely barrc the doore upOn your owne liberty , if you deny von! 
griefes to your friend. /ywur 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that be, when you have the voice ofthe King him 
fclfe for your fucceffion in D enmarke ? ® 

Eater the V layers with %ecorders. 

Ham. I fir, but while the grafle growes ; the proverbe is fome- 
tiling mufty : oh the Recorders, let me iee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if vou ' 
would drive me into a toile ? ^ 

Gu.O myLorddf my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerJw 
Ha.l donor well underftand that : will youpJay upon thispipe? 
Cnyl. My Lord I cannot. ‘ ^ ’ 

Ham. I pray you, 

^ttyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. I befeech you. 

CuyLl know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lying ; govern thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbc, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
difcourfe moft eloquent mufick : look you,thefe are the flops. 

gptyl. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance ofhartno- 
ny, I have not the skill. 

Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me, you would leetne to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart ofmymyflerie, you would found 
mee from my lowefl note to my compafle, and there is much mii- 
licke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make it 
lpcake,s bloud do you think I am eafier to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inflrument you will i though you can fret me, yon ■ 
cannot play upon me. God blefle you fir. . 

Enter Polonrits. 

P ol. My Lord the Queen would fpeakwith you, and prefontly. 
HaX^o you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fliape of a camel? 
Pol. By’th mafle and 'tis like a Camellindeed. 

Ham. Me thinkes it i s like a W ezelJ. 

Pol. It is blacke like a Wezcll. 

Ham. 



S^r/zicgo/Dcmnatkc^ 

ffam-Ot like a Whale. 

4C?me«letopofmyb'ent.IwiUcomebyandby, 

iSftyfoX' andby isaffly<»j!>-. . 

SnSro.h’Lw Jd : nowcoaldl druAc hot blood. 
And doe fuch bitter bufinefle as the day up- 

Would quake to looke on : loft, now to my mot » 

0 heart lofe not thy nature let not ever 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bolome . 

Let mebe auell, not unnaturall. 

1 willlpeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in thisbe hypocrites i 
How in my words foever fhe be Ihent, 

To give tbemfeales never my foule confent. 

Enter Kino,Rofencram,andGuyldenJterfto. 

Kino. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you> 

I your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch. 

And he to England fliall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 

Hazzard fo neareus as doth hourely grow 
Outofbisbrowes, 

C7»j/. We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religious feare it is 
T 0 keepe thofe many many bodies fere 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
W ith all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole weale depends and refls 
The lives of many : the cefle ofMajefty 
Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw i, 

What’sneare it with it : or it is a malfie wheeic, 

Fixt on the Ibmnet of the higheft mom. 




To 



’TO nmt.j 






The Tragedy e/Hamlet 

To whofe huge fpokes ten thoufand Jeffer things 
Are niorteift and adjoin*d,vvhich when it falls, 
tach unall annexmeht , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King figh,but a generallgrone. 

Ki^^g.Armc you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage 

For we will fetters put abouttbisfeare 

W hich now goes too free footed. 

Jiof. We will makehafte. Exeunt Gc„t. 
Enter Polonipu. 

his mothers clofet. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 

To heare the procefle Jle warnt Ihee'l tax him hornet 
And as you laid, and wifely was it laid, 

Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, iTiould ore-heare 
1 he fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

lie call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. r w, 

Thankes deare my Lord. 

0 my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t j 
A brothers murder ; pray can Inot, 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will, 

my ftrong intent j 

And like a man to double bufincfle bound 

1 ftand in paufe where I Iball firft begin, " 

And both neglea : v,?hat if this curfed hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in thefweet heavens 

o wath It white as Ihow ? whereto ferves mercy. 

But to confront the vilage ofoffence 

twofold force, 

i q be foreftalled ere we come to fall. 

Or p^ardon being downe ? then He lookeup : 

My fault IS paft ; but oh 1 what forme ofprayer 
Oan ferve my turne ? foigive me my foufe raurther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am ftill polTeft 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

of thofe affeas for which I did the murther, 
MvCrowne,mineowne ambition, and my Queene : 
lilay one be pardoned and retaine th’oftence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided hand may Ihew by juflice. 

And oft ’tisfeene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but ’tis not fo above. 

There is no llruffling, there the aalon lyes 
In his true nature, and we our feivcs compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence ; what then ? what refts ? 

Tty what repentance can j what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? ^ 

0 wretched flate ! Obolbmeblackeas death'. 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobefree, 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels, make allay, 

Bow ftulibor n knees, and hearts with Brings of ftcele 
Be foft as linnewes of the new-borne babe. 

All may be well. £xur Hamlet . 

ATrfw.Now might I do it,but now a is praying. 

And now He do’t, aud lb a goes to heaven. 

And lb am I reveng’d ? that would be feann'd j 
A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven: 

Why this is bale and filly, r - - . ■ not revenge : 

A tooke my father groflely, full of bread. 

With all hiscrimes broad blowne, as flulh as May, 
And how his audit Hands who knowes lave heaven ?- 
But in our circumftance an4 courfe of thought , 

Tis heavie with him ; and am Ithen reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of bis Ibule, 

When he is fit and fealbned for his paflage ? 

No, 

Hp fivord, and know thou a more horrid hent, 
Whenheisdrunke.afleep, orin his rage, 

Oc in th’inceftuous plealiire of his bed, 

.At game, a fivearing, orabout fome a(Fk 












77?e Tragedy of Hamicf 

That has no rellifh offalvation in’t» 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven, 

■And that his foule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell vvhereto it goes : my mpther ftayes. 

This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes. 

King. My words flye up, my thoughts remaine below, 

W ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. 

Enter Gertrard and PoloniHs, 

Po/. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prankes have bin too broad tobcare with, 

And that your grace hath fcreen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here, 

Pray you be round. E»ter Hamlets 

Ger. He warrant you, feare me not, 

W ithdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter ? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended; 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham- Goe, goe, you quettion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger, Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter how ? - * 

^er. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not fb. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fb, you are my mother. 

^er. Nay then He fct thofe to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downc, you fhall not budge, 
You goe not till I fet you up aglafle 
W here you may fee the moft part of you. 

(jtfr.What wiltthoudoe.? thouwilt notmurderme? 
Helpeho. 

Po/. What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead. 

Fel. O I am flaine. 

O me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deed is this ! 




frince o/Dcnmarkc. 

Abloudy deed,almoftasbad goodmothe* 

As kill aking, and marry with his^brother. 

G<fr. AskillaKing? 

I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafli , intruding foole farewell, 

1 tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou findeft to be too bufie is f^me danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, pcaccs^t youdowne, 

And let me wring your hearr, for fb I (hall 

If it be made of penetrable ftufife. 

If damned cuftome have not braz’d it fb. 

That it be proofc and bul warke againft fenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft wa^€ thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

A/rfw.Suchanaff 

That blurrcs the grace and blufli of modbfty. 

Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets ablifter there, makes marriage voweS 
As falle as Dicers caches : Oh fuch a deed 
, As from the body of contraftion pluckes 
The very fbule , and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie of words, heavens face does glow 
Yeathisfolidityand compound mafle 
With heated vifage, asagainft the doomc. 

Is thought-ficke at the aft . 

Ay me, what aft ? 

Ki.That roares fo Ioud,and thunders in the Index : 
looke here upon this pifture , and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two |>tothers J , 

See what a grace was feared on his brow, 

Hiperions curies, the front o£Jeve himfelfe. 

An ey e like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-kifling hill. 









The Tragedy of Hamlet 

This ms youi* husband : look you now what follow^ 

Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 

Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in theblood is tame, jt’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement j and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe liire you have, 

EJfc could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre, 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d, 

But it referv’d ibme quantity of choice 
To ferve in fiich a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes,lmelling fens all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not lb mope. Oh fhame ! whereis thy blulh ? 

Rebellious hell, 

Ifthoucanftmutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let veirtue be as waxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as a6Hvely doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

O H4w/<?^(peakenomorc» 

Thou turn’ll my very eyes intomylbule. 

And there I fee luch blacke and grieved Ipots 
Aswillleavetheretheirtinft.'- 
/Aiw. Nay but to live - 
In the ranke iwcat of an inceftuous bed# 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty ftye. 

<7^r. O fpeake to me no more, , 

Thele words like daggers enter in mine eares. 

No more fweet 

H^w.Amurthererandavillaine, ' 

Aflavfi 



frince of DenmarkeJ 

A Have that is not twentieth part the kyth 
Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule, 

Thatfiom a Ihelfe the precious diadem ftole, 

And put it in his pocket. Enter GheB* 

Hm. A King of Ihreds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 
Ger. Alafle hee’s mad. 

Ham- Doe you not come your tardie Ibnne to chide# 
That lap’ft in time, and palfion lets goe by 
Th’important ailing of your dread command? O fey ■ 
Ghofi. Doe not fcffget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits ; 

0 ftepbetweene her and her fighing Ibule ! 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrot^eft workes# 

Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Alafle how is’t with yon. 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold difcourfe? 

Forth at your eyes yoUr fpirits wildly pcepe. 

And as the fleeping Sonldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and Hands an end : O gentle Ibnnc ! 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doc you looke ? 

^<?».Onhim,on him,look you how pale he gleres# 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to Hones 
W ould make them capable j doe not look upon me, 

Lcfl with this piteous a(Hion you convert 
My Herne effeifs ; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colour, teares perchance for blood. 

To whonj dpe you Ipcake this ? 

Doe you fee nothing there ? : : 

^er. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham, Nor did you nodiing heare ? 










TheTra^edy of Hamlet 

No nothing biJt our felves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall, £xit Qhofi, 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine. 

This bodileife creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep timc^ 

And makes as healthfull mufick : it is notmadnelfe 
That I have uttred, bring me to the teft. 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnelfe 
Would gambole from . Mother, for love of grace 
lay not this flattering un£lion to your fbule, 

That not your trefpafTe but my madnefle fpeakesj 
It will but skin and filme theulcerons place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedb unlcene : confefle yourfelfe to heaven. 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not Iprcad the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For inthefatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe ofvice muft pardon begge. 

Yea comb and wooc for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou half cleft my heart in twainc* 

Ham. O throw away the worler part ofir. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Afliime a vertue if you have it not. 

That monfter aiftome,who all fenfe doth eat, 

OfhabitsdivelljisAngelyetinthis, , 

That to the ufeofadfions fairs and good 

He likewife .gives a ffockeor Livery 

That aptly is put on; refrain to night, . 

AndtbatfhalllendakindeofeafinelTe - 

To the next abflincnce, the next more eafie ; - ■ ' 

For ufe al mod can change the ftampe of nature. 

And mafter the Divell,or throw him out ' 

W ith wondrous potency ; Once more goodjnighr, 

And when you are defirous tobe blcfl: 

- • TJ 



Prince of Dcnmarkc; 

IleblefCngbeg of you : for this fame Lord 
I doc repent, but heaven hath pleas d it to. 

To punifli me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their feourge and minifler : 

J will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo againe good night. 

I muft be cruell onely to be kinde, 

Thus bad begins, and worle cemaines behind* 

One word more good Lady. 

Cer.Whatfhallldoe? 

iXe>».Not this by no mcancs that Ibid you doe^ 
letthcblowt King tempt you tobed againe. 

Pinch wanton on your chcekc^call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of reechy kifles, ^ 

Or pad ling in your neckc with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to ravell all this matter out. 

That I eflentia lly am not in madneffe. 

But mad in craft j’cwere good you let him know. 

For who that’s but Queen, tairc,fobcr, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bar, a Gib, 

Such dcare concernings hide ? who would doc lb ? 
No, in defpight of fenfe and fecrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top, 
let tbebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe. 

And Dreake your owne neckedowne. 

Ger. Be thou afliir’d if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 

^er. Alacke I had forgot, 

Tis (b concluded on. 

K«.There’s letters feard,<& my twofehool-felloWS, 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They bearc the mandate,they muft Iwcep my way, 
And marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke, 

For ’tis the fport, to have the Engi ner 
Hoift with his owne petar ,an‘t lhall goe hard 





The Tragedy of Hsimlct 

But I will delve one yard below their Mines, 

And blow them at the Moone : O 'tis moft (vveec 
When in one line two crafts direftly meet-. 

This man fhallfet mepacking, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fboliih prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

G ood night mother. Exit. 

Enter King ttndQjiten, with Rofencraui 
and Guyldenfierhe. ^ 

King, There’s matter in thefe figbes, thefe profound heaves, 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit weunderftand them; 

W here i s your Tonne ? 

Cert. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I feene to night ? 

King. W hat Gertrard, how does Hamlet ? 

Ger.Mad as the Tea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlefie fit , 

Behind the Arras bearing Ibmething ftir. 

Whips out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifti apprehenfionicills 
Theunleenegoodoldman- 
heavie deed 1 

It had been lb with us had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how Thall this bloody deed be anfwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept fhorc,rcftrain’d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We vyould not underftahd what was moft fit. 

But like the owner ofa foule dilbale. 

To keepit fromdivnlgiiig, letitfeed. 

Even on t he pith of life : where is heigone ? 

Gert. To efra w apart the body he hath kill'd. 

Ore whc«n his very nQdnefle, likefcme Ore 

Among 



frince o/Denmarke. 

Afflouga minerall ofmetall bale, 

Shewes it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

Ki^g. Gertrard came away. 

The Swne no fooner lhall the mountaines touch 

But wewiliniiphim hence, and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Guy Id. 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfierney 

Friends both, goe joine with you feme further aide, 

IJmlet in madnefle hath Eolonim flaine. 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

6oe feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haftin this : 

Come Gertrard^ wee’ll callup ourwifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poylbned fhot, may mifTe our name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away. 

My fouleisfullofdilcordand difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencram, and others. 

Ha.StSt\y flow’d : but fbftly, what noife ? who calls on Hamletf 
0 here they come. 

ifo/. W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Earn. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

JJo/.Telluswhere’cis,thatwe may takeitthence. 

And beare it to the Chappell; 

Earn. Doe not belceve it. 

Atf/iBeleevewhat?. 

Earn. That I can keepe your counlell and not mine owne j be- 
fides , to bee demanded of a fpunge , what replication fhould bee 
made by the Ibnne of a King ? 

Ao/iTakcyoume for a fpunge my Lord i 

Ifir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, bis rewards, his 
inthorities : but fuch Officers doc the King beft fervice in the end, 
he keeps them like an applp in the corner of his jaw, fi rft mouth'd 
to be laft fwallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
but fqueefiog you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

/ 3 Ro[. 
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ito/. I iinderftand you not my Lord. 

Ham.l am glad of it ; a knavilh fpecch fleeps in a foolifli eare.1 

Rof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goc with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is hot]with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

^ujl. A thing my Lord ? 

iiam. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exemt, 

Enter King and two or three. 

King. I have lent to feek him, and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofc ? 

Y et muft we not put the ftrong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diftrafted multitude, 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis fo, th’offenders Icourge is waigh’d. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden lending him away muft feemc 
Deliberate paufe ; difeales deaerate growne 
By delperate appliance are reliev’d, 

Ornotatall. 

Enter Rofencraws, and all the refi, 

King.Wow now ? what hath befallen ? 

RoJ. Where the dead body is beftow'd my Lord 
^W e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your pleafure.' 

King. Bring him before us. 

i^<,/.Ho,bringintheLord. Thej enter. 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s foloniw ? 

Ham. At lupper. 

At fupper? where? . 

Ha- Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo* 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your wormc is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elle to fat us, and wceftt 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is bur 
variable fervice,two difties but to one table, that’s the end. 

Alas, alas! . 

Ham. A man may fifti with the worme that hath eat of a King, 



(Pr/W o/Dcnmarke. 

Mtofthefilh thathath fed ofthatworme. 

What doeft thou meane by this ? 

Nothing but to flbew you how a King may goe a pro- 
crelTe through the guts of a beggar. 

Where is r jl- 

Hmdn heaven .fend thither to lee,if your meffenger find him 
not there, feeke him i’th other place your felfe : but indeed it you 
find him not within this moneth,you fhall nofe him as you go up 
the rtaircs into the Lobby. 

King. Goe feeke him there. 

jfrfw.Awillftaytillyoucome. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine el^ciallfafety. 

Which we doe tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence ; 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, 

TheBarke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’aflbciates tend, and every thing is bent 
VoiSngland, , 

Ham. For England ? 

King.l Hamlet, 

' Ham, Good. 

JTwf.Soisitifthouknew’ft ourpurpofes. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for England e 
Farewell deare mother. 

Thy loving father Hamlet. 

Ham, My mother,father and mother is man and wife# 

Man and wife is one flefli,and lb my mother. 

England, Extt, 

Follow hini at foot. 

Tempt him with Ipecd aboard. 

Delay it not, lie have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is leal’d and done 

That elle leahes on the affaire ; pray you make hafte : 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may givethee lenfea 
Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifti fwbrd, and thy free awe 
Paics homage to US, thou maift not coldly fee 

. - Qjjj 
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Our Soveraigne procefl’e, which impcarts at full 
By letters congruing to that efteft 
The prcfenc death ot Hamlet, doe it England, 

For like the Hedticke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me : till I know ’tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere begin. 

Enter Fortinbr ajfe with his Army over the St aye 

T ??P^®’"^*^rommegreettheDanilliiSn 

Tell him that by his licence Eortinbrajfe 
Craves the conveyance of a promisd march 
Over his kingdome; you know the rendezvous, 

Jr that his Majeftie would ought with us 
W e fhall exprelTe our duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. ■ 

will doe’c my Lord.- 
Fortin^ Goe Ibftly on. 

Ham.Good fir whofe powers arc thefe .> 

They are Norway fir. 

How propos’d fir I pray you? 

Againft fome part Poland, 
aiam. Who commands them fir ? 

Caf. ThcNephewofold Norway, Fortinbrafe, 

Or forTcrSfoST 

Op. Truelyio ^eake,and With no addition. 

We goe to game a little patch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it. 

Nor vvill It yeeld to N yrwayot the p e/e 
A r^ker rate, Ihould it be fold in fee. ■ 

^‘^//^f^never will defend if. 

^p. Nay CIS already garrilbnd. 

i«r m 2oooo,duckets 

Willnotdebate thequeftionofthisftfaw’j 
IS IS th impoftume ofnwch wealth and peacei 

^^vvard b^kes and Ihewes no catile without 
A vhy the man dye?. I humbly thanke you fir. 





frince 0/ Denmarke." 

Crfp.Godbuy^urfir; ^,iv, ^ x 

ifs/] Wil’t pleale yougoemy.Bprd.?;,-Jf )r;l i;.v 1 
He be with you ftraight, goe a-little before. 
Howalloccafionsdoe infprme againft me, ' ; 



Be but to deep 

Sure hethat made us with fuch large dilcQurfe 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-likereafon ; 

To fhftin us unus’d : npwvyhetherit be 
Beftialloblivion, prlbmecraven'feruple • . . ; 

Ofthinking too precilely on th’ event, .• 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifdom. 

And ever three parts coward;,! dpq UQt know , •' ■■y 

WhyyetFfive to day this, thing’ todoe,;; ' > -Mt: ■ 'i 
Sitlil ! have caule, and wilkand Jlrength, andmeancfi ; ■ > 
To dpe’t’: examples grofie as earth exhort me , 

WitrielTe this army of filch mafieand-dharge, ’ v - 

Led by a delicate and tender Frinee,; - : ' ■ 

Whole Ipirit with divine anabitioopiift : - 

Makes mouthes at theinvifible^eytSnt,: : : ‘ 

Expofing what is mortall and unfiice • . ... ' . , . - 

To all tlMt fottuneVd^eadi, and danger dart, s . ^ 

Is not without ^j^ap atg^eat,-.- : i ' : . ; : 

But greatly to -findequarrsjUiq'a ftraw, X i - ■ 

When honour’s at the fiake,. Hpw; ftand Ithen, ‘ 
ThathaveafatherJjiU’d,ampcherflainy,- ^ 

Ekitenientsp^qiyjrigafona m,y:bIpQdi; . . ; . ^ 

And let all Heep, while to my fhame Ifee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand meri, ; 
That-forafantafie.andtripkepf^^ .■ . ..... 

Goe to their graves like beds , fighp for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannpty -try the caufe,>i 
Which is rjot tombe enough and continent . . i 1 . ^ 

To hide the ilaine ? O from this jtimefbrtb. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nodiing worth. 
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Enter Horatio, GtrtrArdyaftiaGeHtlemMH, ^ 

Qaee, J will not Ipeake with her, , 

She is importunate, > 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pittied, 

Quee. W hat would Ihc have ? 

She rpeakes much of her father , fay es fhe heares 
There s trickesi’th world, and hems, and beats her hearty i 

Spumes envioufly at firawes, (peakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe lenfe, her Ipeech is nothing, 

Yet the unlliaped ufeofit doth move 
The hearers to colleftion, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

Wmich as winkes,and nods,and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thouehr, • 
Though nothing (ure, yet much unhappily. 

Hora. Twere good fhe were Ipoken with, for fhe may flrew 
Dangerous conjedfurcs in ill-breeding minds, 
lethercomein. 

JJuee . « To my ficke fbule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiflej 

•' So fiill of artlefle jealoufie is guilt, 

” It fpillsitfelfe in fearing to belpilt. 

Where is the beauteous majefty of Denmarh ? 

^nee U^nm Ophelia? sheftnes, 

Ophel. How fhouldl your true love know from another one? 
By his cocklehat and ftafte,and% hfs fendall (hoonci ' 

Alas fweet Lady , what imports this long ? 

Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He IS dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. 

At his head a grafle-greeneturfe, at hisheeles a ftone. 

Oho. 

Nay but OpW/^. 

Oph. Pray you mark. W L’te bis fhrowd as the mountain fhoff* 
Enter Ktng. 

Alas, looke here my Lord. 

with Iwcet flowers, Seng, 

Which be^veept to the ground did not goc, 

^ve fliowers. 

King* 



Song, 





Prince of Dcnmarke. 

Xing> How doe you pretty Lady. 

Well, good dild you , they jay tnc\jwic w«5 « 
daughter : Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 
maybe. @od be at your table. 

Conceit upon her father. 

Ofhel. Pray let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
wbaf it meanes,fay you this. 

To morrow is S. Valentines day, Song, 

All in the morningbetime, 

And I a maid at your window 
To be your Frf/ewt/wc. 

Then up he rdfe,and dond bis clothes, and dupt the chamber door, 
Let in the maid, that out a maidc, never departed more, 
King,Vt&.Vj Ophelia, ^ . 

O^hel. Indeed, without an oath, lie make an end on’t- 
Bygis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fliame, 

Young men will doe’t if they come to*r, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wed. 

(He anfivers J So fhould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 

O^h, I hope all will be well, we muft be patient ; but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fhall know of it, & fb I thank you for your good counfell. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray ypu* 

O this is the poyfbn of deep griefe , itfprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

W hp forrowes come they come not Angle fpies. 

But in battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, your (bnnegone,and he moftviolent author 
Of his owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thicke and unwholfome in thoughts and whiipers 
For good?o/»»»«/ death, & we have done but greenly 
.In nugger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 

K 3 Divi’ 
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Divided from her felfe and her fairif judgement, ■ 

Without vVhich'we'kfe but pi^resj. or 'meeire beafls^ 
LaftiandasmucbcontainingasalLthefe,. ^ ! ■ . 

Her brother is in fecret come from ; V 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps hiro(elfe.incIouds> : : . 

Andwant$nbrbu2zerstpirifB6this«are .r l'i ; i ,;v'' iXiO 
With peft ilent Ipeeches of his f 3 t[iers'deatfi,'{ 7 ' . ' 7 i'."'" 

W herein neceffity of matter beggerd = ' ■ v . i' ' 

Will nothing fticke our perfon to arraignc ' a . ^ 

In eare andearerOmy date ^ertrardkhis, ( j;^ b' 7 r.f 

Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places a .>Auv.v?\ ; --v vi i 
Gives me Superfluous death. • ' ’ ^:'rkife'^itisin. ' ; • ' 
Enter AdeJfcHger. . 

JT/»^.Attend,wherearemy Swiflers ? let them guard the (feorj . 
What isthe matter? : , ■ ■ ji: 
OWtfj^w.SaveyonrlelfemyLord. i ' . : v1 

The Ocean over-peering of his lift . 

Bates not the flats with more impetuous hafte ''' 

Than young in a riotous head 
Ore-bearesyourOfficers;therabblecallhimLord,.,' 

And as the world were now but to begin, ‘ ■ 

Antiquity fbrg6t, cuftome not knovvne, 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chule we Laertes to be Kingj ' ’ 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds', . 
fhall be King, King. ■ 

jCk^.How cheerfully on tbj8,falfetrailethey cry,/^ noife mthm. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifh dogges. . 

Enter Laertes with others- 
The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

No let’s come in. 

Laer. T pray you give meJeavCi 
e^//. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

Qne.CilWiely oQOd Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that's calme proclaimes me baftar 4 




(pW«c« o/Dcmnarlce. 

f ries Cuckoldto my father, brands the Harlot 

Even here between the chaftunfmerched brow 

Ofmy true mother. ; , 

x/»f-WhatisthecaureX^i?rw • 

ThattbvrebellionlookesfoGiant-hke? 

Let him goe Gertrard, doe notfeare our perloh, 

There’s fuch divinity doth hedge a King, 

That treaibn can but peepe to what it would* 

Afts little of his will : tell me 

Why thou art thus incens’t ; let him goe Gertrard,- 

Speakeman. r 

- Where is my father? 

Kf»^.Dead. 

0«r<r.Butnot by him. 

Z/w. Let him demand his fill. . , 

Laer. How came he dead ? He not be jugled wxth; : 

To hell allegeance, vowes to the blackcft Divell, 

Confcience and grace to the profbundeft pit, 

I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
let come wbat comes, onely He be reveng d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

Zwg.Whofliall ftay you ? 

Z«#r. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes. He husband them fb well 

Theyftiall goe farre with little. 

King, Good Laertes, if you deflr^ to know the ccttaintyv. 

Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That foop-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe, 

Winner and lofer.^ 

X(<er.Nonebut his enemies. 

JOVr^.Willyoivknow them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide He ope my armeSj 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood. 

King. W hy now you fpeake , 

Like a good childc, and a true Gentleman. 

.That I am guiltleffe ofyour fathers death, ^ 
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And am moft (enfible in griefe for ic> 

It fliallas levell to your judgement peare 

As day does to your eye. A mifewhhin. 

Enter Ofhelin, 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now ? what noHe is that ? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares feven times fait 
Burne out the fcnle and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madnefle fhallbe paid with waighc 
Till our fcale turne thebeame. O Rofeof May ! 

Deare maid, kind fifter , Iweet Ophelia ! 

O heavens 1 is’t poffible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life 1 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Becre, Son^ 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revei»e 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. You muft fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the whecle becomes it. 

It is the falfe fteward that ftole his Mafters ^daughter. 

Laer. This nwhing’s more than matter.' 

Ophel. There’s Rofemary , that’s for remembrance , pray you 
love remember, and there’s Fancies, that’s for thoughts. 

Laer.k document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew for 
you , and here’s (bme for mee , wee may ]call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference ; there’s a 
Dafie : I would give you fome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my father died ; they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and afflidions, paffion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettinefTc. 

Ophel. And will a not come agairte, Son^- 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as Inow, 



Flaxen 
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Flaxen was his pole, ^ . 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away moane, 

God a mercy on his foule, and all Chriltian Ibules. 
god buy you. 

Laer. Doe you this O God ? 

King. Laertes I muft commune with your griefe. 

Or you deny me right j goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will 
And they fhall heare and judge ’twixt you and me. 

If by direft or by collateral! hand 

They finde us touchr, we will our kingdome give. 

Our Crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfaftion ; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience ’to us. 

And we fhall jointly lalwur with yourlbule 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fb. 

His meanes of death, his obfeurc funerall, 

NoTrophey.fword, nor Hatchment ore hisbonesi 

No noble right, nor forraall oftentation 

Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven. 

That I muft call’t in queftion. 

Xy»^.So you fhall. 

And where th’oftcnce is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt^ 

Enter Horatio and others, 

Hera. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Oen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part of the world 
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Sajlersl 

.?<ty.GodblefTe you fir. 

Hora. Let him bleffe thee too; 

Say.h. fhall fir anf t pleafe him. There's a letter for you fir , It 
came from the Embaffadour that was bound for England, if yout 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. HoratioyyNhtn thou fhalt have over-look't this, give thefe 
tcllowcs fbme meanes totheKing,tbey have Letter sfor him. Ere 

wee 













TleTr4pdyof)^?Lm\st- 

we were two dayes old atfea , aPirat of ve^y warlikc-app©|ujij 
mcnt gave us chafe.Findingour felves too flow ofiaile, weputon; 
a compelled valpurjaiid inthe grapple I boarded them : in the in-! 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip, lb I alone became their prifoner. 

They have dealt with meliketheeviesofmercy, but they knew 
what they did ; lamt&doa tlvnefor them.Let the King have the 
Letters I have lent, and repajre thou to me with as much Ipeed as 
thou wouldft flye death- I have words to fpeake in thine eare will 
make t hee dumbe, yet at e they much too light for the bord of the 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee' where I amj Rofin.i 
cram and GnyldenB^erne hold their courfe for Englandjahhital 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thouknowefi thine, 

, Hamlet. 

Hora Come, I will thake you way for thefe your Lettecsj . 
And doe’t the Ipeedier that you’may direilr me: ' 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt^' 

Enter King and Laertes, _ ■ 

King . Now muft your conlcience my acquittance i^lc, ' 



iO/' 



And you muft put me in your heart for ftiend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flainc' 

Purlued my life. 

It well appear^s ; but tell me: : . : ; 

Why you proceed not againft thele feates •'::n r! ,v 
Socriminallandcapitall ift nature,.' • '' ' 

As by your fafetyjgreatne(IeiWilHome,all things elfe, 
Youmainly were'ftirr’d up. , . r:: ' • ’V 

O for two Ipeciall realbns, ; rr; v; . 

Which may to you perhaps leemmuchnnfinnowldir'fi/ yn *>r>b i 
But yet to me tna’reftrong; the Queen his mbther M 
Livesalmoftbyhislookes,andfbrmyieIfe, ' ' ' ' 

My yertueormyplague,beit eitherwhicfi, ' ' ' ’ ' 

Sheislbconcliyetpmy lifeandibule, I . . : i : ■ - 

That.as che ftarrc moves not but in his Sphere, - * ^ ' ' 

I could not but by her: the Ocher motive \ 

Why to a publike count I might hot goe, ' 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 



^W«f^o/’Dcnmarke. ‘ ^ 

^fjodipping all his faults in their afFe61ion, ‘ ! '■ > 

Wotke like the Spring that turneth wood toftone, 

Convert his gyves to graces, lb that my arrowes 
Too nightly timbered for lb loved armes, 

Would have reverted to my bow againe. 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

laer. And lb I have a noble father loft, 

A filler driven into delperate tearmes. 

Whole worth, if praifcs may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfe<5Hons : but my revenge will come. 

King- Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinkc 
That we are made of ftuffc fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beards be flrooke with danger, 

And thinke it paftime : you lliortly ITiall heare more, 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe, 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Afeffenger with Letters. 

Mejf. Thele to your Majcfty,this to the Queen, 

King . From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Sailers my Lord they lay, I law them not, 

They were given me by he received them 

Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you Iball heare them : leave us. 

High and mighty, youfhallknow lam fetnaked on youc King- 
dome :to morrow Ibafll beg leave to fee your Kingly eyes, when 
I ftiall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
roy fudden retame. 

What fhould this meane ? are all the reft come backe ? 

Or is it fbme abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer- Know you the hand ? 

King.”Y\5 Hamlets chiti&.ex. Naked I 
And in a poft-lcript here he laies alone, 

Canyoudevifeme? 

Laer. I am loft init my Lord ; but let him come, 

«warmes the very . licknefle in my heart. 

That I live, and tell him to his teeth, 

Thus didft thou. 

L King* 
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Tf it be fo Ldertes, 

As how fliould it be fo, how otherwifej 
Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lofd> fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace/ 
, Ar*»^.To thine own peace: ifhebe now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he ("hall not chufe but fall, - 
And for his death no wind of blame ftiallbreathe. 

But even his mother Ihall uncharge the pra6fice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it lb 
That I might be the organ. ‘ 

King ]t tails right : 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they lay you (hine ; yourlumme of parts 
Did not together pluckeluch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fi^e. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth^ 

Yet needfull too, for youth no leffc becomes 
The light and carelelTe livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his tables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of 
I have feene my felfe,and ferv’d againrt the French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had wtrch-craft in’t, he grew unto his feat. 

And to liich wondrous doing brought his horfe 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With the brave bcaft ; fo farre he topt my thought;. 

That I in forgery of fhapes and trjekes “O,- 

Come fhort of what he did. 

Zi«vr. A ATerwitt# wast ? 
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png-h Norman^ 
jjAer, Upon my life Lamord, 

The very fame. 

Laer -I know him well,hc is the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

W. He made confeffion of you, 

Andgaveyoufuch a mafterly report 
Formandexercifein your defence, 

Andfor your Rapier moft efpcciall. 

That he cry’d out, ’twould be a fight indeed 

If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 

He fwore had neither motion, guard, nor eye^ 

Ifyou oppos’d them : fir this report of hi$ 

Did Hamlet fo envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe,but wilh and beggc 
Yourliidden commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Z-ter. what out of this my Lord? 

King. Laertes,\Nzs your father deare to you? 

Orare you like the painting of a ferrow, 

A face without a heart ? 
i«r. Why aske you this?* 

ATwv.Not that I think you did not love your rather, 

But that I know lovels begun by time. 

And that I fee in palTages of ptoofe, ^ 

Time qnalifiesthe Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindcofwicke orfmiftethat will abateir/ 

And nothing Is at a like goodnefle ftill j 
For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie, 

Dies in his owne too much, that wewould doe. 

We fliould doe when wewould : for this changes. 

And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are tongues, are bands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh. 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 

Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
1 To fliew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 

^ La Mow 
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More than in words ? 

Z.4fr.To cut his throat i’th Church. - ’ 

X/>;^.NopIaceindeedfhould murder fanauarize, 

Revenge fhould have no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber, 

„ fl'-all know you are come home. 

Wee 11 put on thofe (hall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varniHi on the lame 
ThsPrenchmafi gave you, bring you in fine together. 

And wager ore your heads; he being remifle, 

Mott generous, and free from a II contriving. 

Will not perule the fpiles , lb that with cafe. 

Or With a little Ihuffling, you may chufe 
A Iword unbated, and in a paceof pradlice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer.lmW . , , 

And forthepurpofe ileahnointmylword: 
iDoughranunchonofaMountebanke 

?^nT‘'i^^'^^®^'°°^’”°Cataplafmefo 

Collededfi-om all Simples that have vertue , 

Under the Moone, can fave the thing from death . 

That IS but fcratclTt withall ; He touch my point - 

W“hthiscontagiotf,that.ifIgaiihimfleightlyitmaybedeath^^ 
Lets further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 
Mayfitusro our lliapeifthislliouldfaile,,- , : > ;•• • - ■ 
n t lat our drift Iwk through our bad performance 

this pro 

Ifthisdidblaftinproofe^^^^^^^^ . ; .• 

Wee 11 makeafolemnevvageron your cunnings,: ■■ ' ' 

I havt, when in your motion you are hot and drv, ■ ' 

Asmakeyourboutsmoreviolenttothatend, - - 

And thathe calls for drinke. He have prefer’d him’ 

A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, : 

R he by chance elcape your. venom -dtuckei ■ ■ ' ■ ■ ■ 
Our purpofcmay hold there,: But ftay, what nolle ? 

t Enteit' 



" fmce of Denmark^; ; 

(tf«^^.,One vvoe dothtread upon aflothet;^ 

^ fall they follow : your lifter’s drown’d Laertes. 

Drown’d iO where? 

There is a willow growes afcaunt thebrook, 

,Th«^ewes his hoarie leaves in the glaflie ftreame, 
therewith fantafticke garlands did Ihe make 

,pf Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dafies, and long Purples, 
that liberall fhepheards give a grofler name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the, 

. There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds . 

Clambring to hang, an envious Ihiver broke. 

When downe her weedy tropheys and her lelle 
Fell in the weeping brooke , her clothes Ipred wide, 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her up. 

Which time Ihe chanted lhatches of old lauds,. 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued , 

Unto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heavie with their drinke 
Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death, r: •, . 

Alafle then is Ihe drown’d ? , 

^ee. Drown’d, drown’d, . 

Arffz-.Too much ofwater haft thou popreO^^M . . 

And therefore I forbid my iearfes ;,buc yet . , ' ■ : • . : 

: It is our tticke, riatnreher cuftome holds, 

Let lhame fay what it will ; when thele are gone. 

The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

, I have alpeech afire tbat faine would bla^., ,J;.' ^ , 

But that this folly drownesiti- -5 - 

. ...iC^.Xet’sfolIovy^mr<?rd; ^ . '.i ' . 

How much ihad to doe to calme his rage \ . • - ■ . . 
Nowfearelthiswrllgiveitftartagaine,-.' ;r , 

Therefore let’s follow. , • • \ 

Enter two - , J- 

; Chw. Isflie to be buried m C^hrift^q butiipilltlwhcn fhc Wilful- 
ly feckes her bwne lalvation ? 

Z 3 Othe. 
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Othe. T tell thee (hee is, therefore make her grave ftraight ,the 
Crowner hath fateon her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clow.Woyt can that be,unlelfe he drown’d her fclfe in her own 
defence ? 

0 th. Why ’tis found fb. 

Clovo‘ It muft be foofl-ended, it cannot beel(e;forhereIIesthe 

point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an a6i , and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to ad, to doe, to performe,or all j ihec 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

0th . Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clo-m. Give me leave, here lyes the water, good, here ftands the 
man, good , if the man goe to this water and drowne hitnfelfc, it ij 
will he nillhe; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himl'elfe ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his ownc death fhortens not his ownc life. 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law, 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant’ t,if this had not been a Gentle* 
woman fbe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them* 
fclves, more than their even Chriflen : Come my fpade,thercis no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeflion. 

Was he a Gentleman 

C/ow,. A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwereft mee not to the 
purppfe, confefTc thy felfe. 

Oth. Gotto. 

Clow. What is hee that builds ftronger than either the Mafon, 
the Shipwright,or the Carpenter , 

Oth. "The. gallowes-maker,fbr that out- lives a thouland tenants. 

Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith,thc gallovves does well, but 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to fay the gallov)es is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowesmay d 9 ewelltothee.^o’cagaine,come._ . 

Oth. Who builds ftronger thaha Malbn, a Shipwright, ora 

c/.». 




, , 1 , - i„i m mt II I. I III 

(Prince of D^nmSLxkel 

I, tell me that and unyokc. I... 

Marry now I can teil. 

Clow. To’r. 

nocmcndhispaceiithbeating,&whenyuuareask^^^ 

next-fav a grave-maker, the houfes he makes laft till Doomefday. 
fioe get thee in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

^ In youth when I did love did love, Song. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contradf O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a fings in 

^ Hor. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafiM^e. 
Ba.'T\% cenfojthe hand of little emploimcnt hath the daintier 
C/w.But age with his ftealing fteps Song . (lenle, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath fhipped me into the land, 
as ifl bad never bin fuch. , r r 

skull had a tongue in it, and could fang once, how the 
knave jowles it to the ground ,as if ’twere jaw-bone, th^ 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Politaian which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God»mighc 
it not ? 

It might my Lord. ^ _ 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one, that praifed my Lordfiichaones horfewhena meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

I my Lord. , jt i 

/T«.Why eenfb,and now my Lady worms Choples,and Knockc 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
wehadthetricketofee’tjdid thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think on c. 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 
foranda Ihrowdingfhectj 

“ . o 
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Oapitofclayfortobe made ' ‘''.-...r- 

for fuch a guott is meet. o' y,„':ivv 

H/?. There’s another,why may not that be the skul J df a Tawiet ? 
where, be .hi? quiddities now, his quillities, his cafes, his tenures 
and his tricks ? why does he fiiffer this mad knav,e now to knocke 
him about the Icorice with a dirty and will not tellhiniof 

his adlions of battery?hum : this fellowmight be in’s tintiea great ' 
buyer of land , with his ftatutes., his'recognilances , his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine pate ful 1 offine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him nq more of his purchales and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a piaire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of *his land willYcarcely lye in this boxCj and muft 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more ? ha ? 

Not a jbt more my Lord* 

Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ? 

Imy Ldrci,andbfcalve-sl<in^ <- " 

Ham. They arfe flieep and calves which feekeout afluranc^in 
that. I will fpeake tathis fellow : W hofe grave’s this firrah ? ’ 
Clow. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinke it’sehihe indeed, fdt thou lyefi in’t. 
C/w.,You]yeppton’t fir,and therefore ’tis not yours r formy 
part I doe not lye in’t, yer it is mine- 
H am. Thou dofi lye in’r,to bein’t'and fay it is’thine,’tis for the 
dead, not for thequicke, therefore thou lyefi. 

Clow, ’Tis a qujeke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you, 

W hat ipan doeft thou digge it for ? 

C/w For no man fir, 

What woman then 
For none neither. 

Ham, Whois to be buried in’t ? 

Clow. Onethat was a woman fir,but reft her fbule,fliee’s dead. 
H i?zw.How ablblute the knaye is,we muft Ipeake by the card, or 
equivocation will undous. BytheLord Hor,«rifftbis g.yeeresi 
have took note of it, the age is grown fb picked, that the toeof the 
pelant comes lb neere the heele of the Courtier,he galls his kibe. 
How long haft tbbil been a Grave-makef ? 

^ Clow. Of the dayes i’rh yeare I came to’t that day that bur laft 
King Hamli t overcame Fortinbrajfe. 



Ham. 
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jTrfjWi, How long is that fince ? 

, C/<>. Cannot you tell that ? every foole can telftbat jit was that 

very day that young Hamlet was borne , hce that is mad and fent 
vcs.0 England. 

Ham. I marry, why was he fent into England t 

'C/tfjv.Why ?becau(eawasmad,aftiaIl recover hiS wits there, 
or ifa doe not ’tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

^/ff.’Twill not be (een in him there/here are raeiMS mad as he. 
How came he mad ? 

. C/ojv.Very ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

0QW Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clo^. why here in Denmarke .* I have bitt-Sexton here man 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

Ham. How long will a man lye i*th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow, Faith ifa be not rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in, a willlaftyou 
eight yeere, or nine yeerej a Tanner will laft you nine yeare; 

Ham. W hy he tnore than another > 

^/o».Wby fir his hide is fb tan’d with his trade,that a Will keep 
out water a great while, and your water is afbredecayerofyouc 
wnorfbndead body; here’s a skull now hath lyen yon i’th eanh 

Bam. Whofe was it t ^2 j. yearcs; 

Oo A whorlon mad fellowsit was,whofc do yon thinkit was ? 

fww. Nay I know not. 

A»w.A peftilence on him for a mad rogue, a pout’d a flaggon of 
wienimonrnyheadoncej this fame skull fir , was fir rmvifx 
skull the Kings Tefter. ^ ' 

Ham. This} • . 

C/«w. Een that. 

Foricke,! knew him Horatio, a fellow ofirifinite 
fand ^ excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 

’ and now how abhorred in my imagination it is > my 
howr,ft ^*^®bung thole lips thatibave kift iknownoc 
vourfl,m'^ now:, your gamboled your Ibngs, 

y aflies of merriment , that were wont to let the table on a 

M roare ? 
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roare ? not one now to mock youe own grinning ? quite ehop^aln ? 
No?wg€tyoutOiny Ladies table * and tell her, let her paint ji] 
thickjto this favour (he muft come; make her laugh at that. 
PretHee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hom. What’s that my Ltwd ? 

- /Tto.poft thou think Alexander hokt a this hifhion i’th earth? 
jFTor<*.Eenlb. 

Ham. And fmelt lb ? pah. 

Een lb my Lord. 

J/W«r.Towhatbafcufes we mayreturneflffrrf#/* ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
flopping a bung-hole. 

.^or^.’Tweretoconfider too curioufly to confiderlb. 

No faith not a jot, but to follow him thitherwithmodefly 
enough,and likelihood to lead it. Alexander 6xtdiAlexanderms 
buried, Alexander returneth to dufl, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barrell ? 

ImpmoHs dead and turn’d to clay 
Might liop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O chat that earth which kept the world in awe* 

Should’pa^ha wallt’expBllthewatersflaW! • 

But loiftjbutfoftawhilejhere comes the King, Enter E-ing, 

i;hei^cen,the Courtierstwho is this they follow , Que.Laertes 
Ao4:9?it.^ ln<^h maimed rites ? this doth betoken, andthecorfe- 
Yhe coa^e. they follow did vyichdelp^^ . ' 

Fbfdbeits bwne life; ’twasoflbmeeftate 
Couch wc awhile and marke. 

What Ceremony elle ? 

That is a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elie ? 

Doll. Herobfequies have bin asfarinlarg’d 
^s wehave warranty ; her death was doubtfull. 

And but that great command orc-lwayes the order,. 

She foould inground unfantflified bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet :for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pebbles fhould be throwne on her, 

T^t here Ihe is. allows her virgin ritesj • 
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Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbelland buriall. 

Xrf(fr. Muft there no more be done ? 

Pofil No more be done : 

We Ihould profane the fervice of the dead, 

To ling a iZef «<>»» and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted fettles. 

Laer. Lay her i’tk earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefli 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifli Prieft 
A miniftring Angel fhall my lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. W hat ? the faire Of he Ha ? 

Quee. Sweets to the Iweet, farewell, 

I hop’t thou Ihouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed tohave deckt Iweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. ^ 

Laer.O treble woe ! 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived thee of: hold off the eartha while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

• Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till qf this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretop old Pelion , or the skyifh head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

iZi)w. What is he whole griete - . , 

Bearesfuch an e«»/)^<?/j,whofe phrafe offorrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ?’tis I, 

Hamlet Dane. 

The Pivell take thy fonle. 

Xfrfw.ThOupfay’ft not well; Ipretbee take thy fingers i^qnj 
For though I am' hot Ipicenative and rafla, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me foinething dangerous, , 

W hich let thy wifeejome feare ; hold off thy hand. . ■ 

ATw^.Pluckethemafunder. ' , 

Quee. Hamlet , Hajalet, 

. M a AK 
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'jiS. (Sentlemen. 

Good Lord be quiet. 

« %bt with him upon this theam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

(^ee, O my lbnne> what tbeame ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ofheliay forty thouland brothers 
Could not with ail their quantity of love ' 

Make up my Him : What wilt thou doe for her? 

0 heis mad 

Q«ee. For love of God forbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds Ibew me what thou’t doe, 

Woo|t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t teare thy 
Woo t drink up Erill,eat a Crocodile? (felfo, 

doe t ; doeft thou come here to whine ? 

T^o out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Bebuned quicke withher,and fowill I ; 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions ofacres on us, till our ground 
Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make Ofa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
Ilerantaswellasthou. , 

This is raeeremadneflc, ' ^ ‘ ‘ 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him ; ■ - ^ 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, , : . 

When that her golden cuplets are difclos’d, - > ‘ - 

HiSfilencewillfitdrooping. . , 

Zfrfw. Heareyoufir, :r;iV 

What is the reafbn that you ule me thus " w - 

I lovd you well, but it is no matter, ' .jv-r- 
Let Hrrc«/«himfelfedoe whathemay 

c Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day .' : • Exit Hamlet ^ 

1 thee good wait upon him. &HoraU9> 

^rengthenyour^^^^^ fFeech, 

Wee II put the mattato the prefent pufii. ^ ^ 

^ooaGertrard fct Ibme watch over your fbnnc, ‘ ' 

ThisGravefhallhavealivingmonument, ^iii' •- 

tS, ?“'^^°^q*’^^“*’«rebyfl'iallwefee, -i' ' 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exfmf- 

Enter 




Trince of Dcnmarke; 

Enter Hantlet and Herat ie, 
jf 4 .So much for this fir,npw (ball youfce the others 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Her. Remember it my Lord ? 

JZ?*w.Sirin my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleep, me thought I lay 
Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’s, rafhly, 

And prais’d berafonefle for it ; let us know 
Our indiitretion Ibmetimcs ferves us well 
when our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn US, 
There’s a divinity that fhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certaine, 

H4w.Upfrqm my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me, in the darke 

Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire, 
finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
feares forgetting manners J to unfold 

Their grand Commiflion, where I found, Heratiot 
A royall knavery, an exadf command. 

Larded with many leverall forts of realbns, -' ^ 

Importing health, and Englands too, 

With hoe foch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 
Thatonthelupervife,no leiforebated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the axe. 

My head fhould be ftrooke off. - 
Hora. Is’t poffible ? ' 

Hi.Here’s the Commiflion, read it at more leiforo: 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-nettedroun.d with villaines, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe,' 

Revis’d a new Commiflion, wrote it faire: 
lopcc did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

A bafehefle tp write faire , and labour’d much 
How to fot^c): that learning j but 
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^tdid meyeomans ferviccj wilt jhoukoovv 
Th’efFeftofwbafc iyvrote^ ‘ orr^or t • 

J%r4. 1 good my Lord. 

Ham. An earndi conjuration ftom the King, 

As England, was his faithfull tributary. 

As love bet ween them like the Palmetnight flourifli. 

As peace fhould ftill her wheaten gatland weare. 

And ftand a Comma ’tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement furdier more or leflc 
He fliould thofe bearers put to liiddeh death. 

Not (hriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d ? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 
Ihadmyfathers fignetinmypurlei;. ■ 

Which was the model! of that fealci 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreffion, plac’d it lafcly, 

The chang ling never known j now the next day 
W as our fea-fight, and what to this was fequenc 
Thou know’ft already, t 
Hor.S>o(juyldenHern^t[dRofencratii 
Afrf.They are not neare my con(cience,their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuationgrow; 

’ris dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Between the pafle and fell incenfedpcahts i ■ . I- 

Ofmighty oppofites. ^ ‘ • 

Htfr. Why wbat4 King is this! ^ 

Doesit not, think you, {land me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Poptinbetween th'eledibn and my hopes, r 
Throwne out his angle for my proper life. 

And with !uch cofenage , is’c not perfeft confeience "i 
Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordfliipis right welcomebacke to 
HWw. I humbly tb^is^e you fihi - 
Doeft know this Water-flye/ 

JJorAi 



Prince of Denmarke." 

No my I*®*^^* 

;yrfj«.Thyfldceis tbo more gracious , fer ’tisavieeto know 
Kim ; he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his crib (hall ftand at the Kings mefle j ’tis a chough , but as I 
6y, fpacious in the pofleffion of dirt. 

^ Cour. Sweet Lord,if your Lordibip were at leifiire I ftiould im- 
part a thing coy oil from his Majefty. 

^ Ham. I will receive it fir with all diligence of Ipirit i your bon- 
net to his right ufe, 'tis for thehead. 

^our. I thank your Lordfhip,’tis very hot. 

Pam. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Ceur. It is iadiffererit cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very fbultry and hot,fbr my com- 
plexion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very fbultry, as ’twere I can- 
not tellhow : my Lord,his Majefty bad me fignifie unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

I befeech you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord, for my eafein good faith. Sir here is 
newly come to Court , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 

man, full of moft excellent differences , of very foftfbciety ,and 
great fhewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
orKalendar of Gentry, for you (hall finde in him the continent of 
what part a Gentleman would fee.- 

Ham. Sir, his definement luffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th’arithmetiek of 
memory, and yet but raw neither inrefpei^ofhisquickefailej 
but in the verity ofextolment,! take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and hisinfufion oftuch dearth and rarenefle,as to make true 
di*ftionofhim,hisfemblableis his mirrour, and who elfe would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip Ipeakes moft infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour.sk. 

Is’t not poflTible to underftand in another tongue, you 
will doe’t fir really. 

‘ Ham, W hatifhports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cour. 
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Laertes? 

Hora. His purfe is empty already, all's golden wordsare fitfni-' 

JJam> Of him fir. * 

Co«r. I know you are not ignorant. ~ ^ 

Bam. I wonld you did fir } yet in faith if you did it would not 
much approve me : well fir. 

You arcignorantofwhatexcellenceirfwwis. » 

Ham. I dare not confefie that, left I ftiould compare with him 
in excellence j but to know a man well were to know hitnfelfc. 

Cour. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed bee’s unfcllowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Coftr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons ; but well. 

Cour, The King fir hath wager’d wish him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poniards, vyith their allignes, as girdle, banger, and fo : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, Very refponfiveto 
the hiIts,mort delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hera. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Com, The carriages fir are the hangers. 

The phrale would bemordgerman to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then :but on, fixe Barbary horfes againft fixe French Iwordsjtheir 
aflignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French 
bet againft the Danijh-. why is this all you call it ? 

Com- The King fir, hath laid fir,i^at in a dozen pafles betvvcene 
your felfe and him he fiiall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate triall,if your 
Lordfhip would vouchfefe the anfvver. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Com. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perfoii in triall* 

Ham. Sir I will walke here in the hall, if it pleale his Majeffie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and lean j if not, I will gaine nothing but my lliameand 
the odde bits. Ceur, 



Prince o/Dcnmarkcr 

rgftr. shall I deliver you lb > 

To this eftea fir, after what flourifii your nature Will, 
Ctur. I commend my duty to your Lordfliip. 

Yours does well to commend it himlelfe, there arc no 
tongues elfe for his turne. 

ffora.This Lapwing runs away with the ftiell on his head- 
Uam- A did lb fir with his dugge before a liickt it ; thus has he 
& many more of the lame breed that I know, the drolfie age dotes 
on, oncly got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of Incoun- 
tcr, a kinde of mifty colleaion , which carries them through and 
through the m(^ profane and trennowned opinions j and OTcbuc 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 



Enter a Lord. 

Lord- My Lord*, his Msjeftie commended him to ycuBy young 
Oftricke,yvhorbdn^s back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play mthLaertes,ot that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. lamconftanuiiomy pijipoles, they follow the Kings 
plealiire ; if bis.fi Aefle Ipeaks, mineis ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be lb able as now. 

Lord. The 9ing and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queen defiresyou to ufe feme gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham- She well in^uifts me. 

Hor. You wi II fofe my Lord. 

^ Ham. I doe not thinke lb,fince he went into France I have bin 
inaintinuall pradfice j I lhall win at theoddes ^thou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heart, but it is no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord; 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is luch a kind of game-giving as 
Would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it , I fliall foreftall 
their repaire hither, and % you are not fit. 

^ JT4».Not a whir,we defie Augury, there is a Ipeciall providence 
in the fall of a Sparrow :if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it vvill be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 

clleisall, fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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feavebetimes, let be. 

A table prepared, BrumyTrmpets, a»d Officers Mcujhim, 

Ksng^QtseeK^nd all thefiate,foiles,daggers,andLaenes, 

^ng. Come Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. &ive me your pardon fir, I have done you wrong. 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence knowes. 
And you muft needs have heard how T am puniflit. 

W ith a lore diftradtion j what I have done 

That nught your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

Was t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never Hamlet j 
It Hamlet KomhimkKe. betaneaway. 

And when hee s not himlelfe does wrong Laertes ^ 

Then Hamlet does it not> Hamlet denies it s 
Who does it then ? his madnefle ; if t be lb, 

Hamlet is of the fadlion that is wronged. 

His madnefle is poore Hamlets enen^ ; 

Let my difelaiming from a purpos’d evill 
Free me lb farre in your moft generous thoughts® 

That I have fiiot my arrow ore the houfe, " 

And hurt my brother. ‘ 

Laer. lamlatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this cafe Ibould ftirre me mofr - , 

To my revenge,butin my tearmesbf honour ' 

I ftand aloofe,and will noreconcilement, • ' ' ' ’ • 

Till by fome elder Matters of knowne honour 

I have a voice and prefident of peace 
To my naipe ungor’d : but all that time 
T doe receive your offered love like love. 

Andwillnotfeongit. • . 

^ Ha.\ embrace it freely, and will this brothers vvages" 
frankly play. ® 

Giveusthelbiles, 

Come, one for me. 

. He be your foileZ^mw,in mine ignorance 
Your skill fliall like a ttarrei’thdarkett night 
Srjcke fiery off indeed- 
.l^aer. Youmocke meilr. . 




frince o/Denmarke. 

No by this hand. (let, 

]Ci».Give them the foi Is young Ofrickj c6(in^am“ 

You know the wager. 

. Very well my Lwd : 

Your Grace has laid tne oddes a’th weaker fide. 

King> I doe not feare it, I have leen you both. 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

Laer- This is too heavie, let me lee another. 
i/<f.Thislikesme weljthcfefoils have all a length 
Ofir. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoops of wine upon the table ; 

IfHrfWw givethe firtt or lecond hit. 

Or quit in anlwer of the third exchange 
Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire ; 

The King fliall drink to Hamlets better breatJj, 

And in the cup an Onyx lhall he throw 
Richer than that which foure fucceflive Kings 
hDenmarksCTOvmbtve worn. Give me the cUps, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth* 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet •• come begin. 

And you the Judges beare a warie eye. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Z/4fr. Come my Lord. , 

Ham.Oncf 
Laer. No. 

Judgement. 

Ofir. A hit,a very palbable hit.' Drurn,Trumpets,a>fd Jhot, 

Laer. W ell, againe. Flour ifib, a Peece goes off". 

King. Stay, give me ckinke, Hamlet this pearle is thirie. 

Here s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. He play this W)ut firft, let it by a while, 

Gome, another hit, what fay you 

I doe confoft. 

Our Ibnne lhall win. 

Quee. Hee’s fat and franc of breath, 
ere Hamlet^ take my napkin, wipe thy browes : 

N a The 



Trumpets 

thewaile* 



^ I. 
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The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamltt^ 

UAtn. Good Madam. 

King- (jtrtrArA doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord> I pray you pardon me.' 

King, It is the poylbned cup, it is too late. 

H(tm. I dare not drinke yet Madam,by andby* 
Come, let me wipe thy face. ' ‘ ' 

Latr, My Lord He hit him now. 

I doe not think’t. 

taer. And yet it is almoft againfl my confeienefi. 
Ham. Come, for the third Lames, yon doc but dallw 

I pray you pafle with your beft violenccj 

I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Szy you fo ? come on. 

Oftr. Nothing neither way, 

Z<«rr.Haveatyounow. 

Part them, they are incens’t. 

Ham. Nay come againe. 

O/r.LooketotheQueen there ho. 

Hora. They bleed on both fides, how is’t ffly Lord f 
Ofir.Ho'Nis’tLaertes? 

' -r * woodcock to mine own fcrm^^ 

1 am juftly kill d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queene ? 

King. She fwounes to fee them bleed. 

0«tf.No,no,the drink, the drink,0 my deare Hmltt) 
he drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

H^m. O villaine ! ho let the doore be lockt. 
Treachery, leeke it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flainCj 
No medicine in the world can doe dice godd> 

In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inflrument is in thy hand, 1 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule praftice 
Hath turn’d it lelfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rife againe ; thy mother’s poylbn’d, 

lam nomore,the King, the King’stoblame; 

•rw.The point envenom’d too, then venom to tly W0rk« 



w 




Trmce o/ Denmaikc? 

Trcalbn, treafon. 

Ki»£- O yet defend me friends,! am but hurt^ 

Here thou inceftuous damned jD4w, 

Prinke off this potion ; is the Onyx here ? 

Follow my mother. flelfe. 

X^r.He is juftly fcrv’d, it is a poylbn temper’dby him- 
Exchange foi^iveneffe with me noble Hamlet % 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thecj 
Northineonme. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee : 

I am dead , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that lookc pale and tremble at this chance# 

That are but mutes or audience tathis aftj 
Ifed I but time (as this fell Sergeant death’ 

Is ftrift in his arreft) O I could tell you j 
Butletitbe: JTvrrftwIamdead, ^ 

Thou Uveft, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunlatisfied.^ ' 

Never beleeve it, “ 

I am more an antique Reman than a J)ane\ 

Here’s yet feme liquor lefc 
As th’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav’t ; 

0 God what a wounded name. 

Things Handing thus unknown, lhall I leave behind me? 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harlh world draw thy breath in paine 'A march a 

To tell my ftory ; what warlike noife is this ? farre off. 

Enter Ofricke, 

0/r. Young F«'f/«^#*4j/#.withconqueftcomefromPvA»»flf 
Th’Embaffadors of £»^/4»</givcsthis warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poylbn quite ore-growes mylpirit j 

1 cannot live to heare the newes from England^, 

But I doe prophefie the eleftion lights 

On Fortinhaffe ; he has my dying voice, 

Sotell him, withth’occurrcnts more and leflb 

Which 
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Which have folicited ; the reft in filence. 

Hora Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweet 
And flight of Angels fing thee to thy feft. (Prince^ 
Why does the drum come hither ? 

Enter F ertinhrajfe, with the EmhaJfttdorSa 
Fort , Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it you Would fee ? 

If ought of woe or wondef, ceafe yoht fearch ? 

Fur. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud death, 
What feaft is tOward in thine infernaH Cell, 

That thou fo many Princes at a Ihot 
So bloudily haft ftrOOke ? 

Emhaf. The fight is difittall, 

And our affaires from Ettghmd conie too late, 
Theeares arefenfelefle thatflaOuldgives-usheatingi 
To tell him his commandement is fulfill’d. 

That %ofe»cratu and GftjldenFtern are dead. 
Where iliould we have our thanks ? 

//or. Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fince fo jumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack, wars, and you from England 
Are here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view. 

And let me fpeake to’th yet unknowing World 
How thefe things cameabout ; fo fhall youheare 
Of cruell, bloody, and unnaturall aifts. 

Of accidental! judgements, cafiiall flaughters, 
Ofdeaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe, 

And in this upfhQt,purpofes miftooke, 

Falne on the inventors heads : all this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Let us hafte to heare it, 

And call the nobleft to the audience : 

For me, with Ibrrow I embrace my fortune, 

I have fome rights of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claime my vantage doth invite me. 



UtrAt 



Prince of Denmarke." 



Htf»*^.Ofthat I (hall have alfo caufe to Ipeak, 

And from his mouth whole voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d. 

Even while mens minds are wild, left more mifchancc 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage. 

For he waS likely, had he been put on, 

T’ have prov’d moft royall : and for his paflage^ 

The Souldiers mufick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; liich a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here Siewes much amifle. 

Goe bid the Souldiers fhoot. Exeunti . 



FINIS, 
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